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PREFACE 


Casanova’s Mfmoir/s lia\c been debated as 
fiercely as any tmtings of the kind, both b) 
those tiho regard them chicfiy as a tissue of 
fiction, and b> die others who defend their 
teraaty The question, however, is gradually 
being settled b', eager scholars of man^ nations, 
and It would appear that where Casanova's 
statements can be checked, they are ofien found 
to he true. But while Casanova was waiting 
his confessions he was between the ages ofsixt) 
four and seventy three, and though a multitude 
of notes and a prodigious memory enabled 
him to construct a coherent talc, he often 
muddled his dates, confused sequences, and 
misinterpreted facts Therefore, in utilising 
his memoirs, I have corrected his most glarmg 
misstatements according to recent research 
Frank as he was, he occasionally glozed over 
his past , he sometimes confessed to dubious 
dealmgs, but at other times concealed un 
pleasant facts Perhaps his memory svas kmd 
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to him, but his critics have been more ruthless. 
Where it is impossible to check Casanova’s 
statements— for even history caimot always 
draw the curtains of the bed — ^his story must, 
wth reservations, be taken as it stands ; but 
heie, though naturally he vaunted his prowess 
and spread his tail, there is no reason to be 
too sceptical : and though, no doubt, he often 
heightened his colours (after all, he was an 
artist, so much so that his work was once 
ascribed to Stendhal), we may gratefully 
accept his pictures For if he could m his 
mind invent staggering improbabihties, as m 
his magical sabbaths, he could, and very 
probably did, equally well put tliem into 
cftccl There was nothmg within to stop him 
It IS a thousand pities that we do not yet 
possess a full text of his autobiography When 
It \sas first pnnted in 1826 in the French m 
which Casanova wrote it (there was an edition 
in German in 1822), many of the people he 
put on his canvas were still alive, and discretion 
w as forced upon the publisher Moreover, his 
French being Italianised, it tvas corrected by 
a Dresden professor, Jean Laforgue, tvho not 
only smoothed the style, but bowdlenscd what 
lie thought unprintable Some scholars attack 
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Laforgue vumlently, others, more tolerant, de- 
fend him It IS probable that tve do not lose 
much m the rephrasing, and it is equally 
probable that no completely raw text tvill ever 
be published , for Casanova called dungs by 
their names, and it is odd that diough 
humamty wall accept facts, it is often horrified 
by words But indeed Laforgue’s text docs 
not leave much to the imagination A more 
serious pomt is the considerable vanauon 
betivcen the texts published by Paulin Rosez 
in i860, and Gamier m 1879, the latter 
gaming in bulk, but at the expense of diffusion 
and declamation UnUl we get an authon 
tabve text, ivc must be content ivith the 
superlx magnificently illustrated, and anno- 
tated Edition dc la Sirinc, rppcarmg from the 
hands of the most devoted Casanovians, led 
by M Raoul Vize, and based on the text of 
Laforgue, tvith variants from the odicr editions 

B D 
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THE FDUCvVTION OF AN ADWOTURER 
(1735 t7iC) 

Casa>0\ \ lin no snndmR u on liisloncal 
pcnonagc, but lie In^ llic tinqniliiclc of n 
great cliaracter in fiction He cxisu, not b> 
virtue of an) efTcct be bad on Ins time, but 
because be is llie hero of a long, episodic, 
ofien lubnc, and sometimes libellous 1101 cl 
His autobiograpli) is a romance wlncb is sure 
to amuse sslicncscr it is picked up , but its 
umque qualit) wll appeal uatli its sshole 
force only to those mIio can free tlicmsebcs 
from prejudice, or ubosc inicrcn in mankind 
IS so lisel) as to osercomc any repugnance 
they may feel at intimacy mib a man com- 
nlctd) devoid of suppressions \ ou must not 
blush vlien you read Casanota, or at most, 
like the Prince dc I ignc, must blush only at 
finding that y ou arc not doing so For it is safe 
to say Uiat Casanosa bad no complcscs, not 
even that commonplace affair an infcnonty- 
complcx (unless the iiTiting of Ins memoirs is 
tell talc), and no shame How could he have ? 
lovang as he did the life w Inch he b\ cd intensely 
It 
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as perhaps only a poet can live it, for an 
adventurer of his kind is a minor poet as well 
as a man of acUon, and lives by the imagination 
as much as by the body 
He is valuable as a character in fiction for 
exactly tlie same reason tliat these persons 
have value , he is a distillation of something 
that exists m every one of us, not merely in 
his eminence as a procreative animal (for to 
attain tliat involves devotion to an activity that 
can easily pall, even m fancy), but rather of 
that somethmg in us which bids us be free, 
to scoff at the restramts of society, to revolt 
agamst the maxim of ‘ safety first, ^ and agamst 
our own continual care of ourselves — that some- 
thing which makes us wish that we were fairies, 
to come and go as we please, and whose actions 
can have little effect on anybody Perhaps 
Casanova really was a fairy Certainly, unless 
he is largely regarded as one he iDecomes 
preposterous, unbehevable, an offence against 
common sense Otherwise he had no right 
to enjoy life so much, without remorse, and 
for so long One of his earliest mentors had 
told him that Sequere Deum was the rule of life, 
by which he meant, ‘ Go wherever your im- 
pulse leads you ; take whatever Fate offers, 
unless you feel a strong dishke for the gift,’ 
and this advice Casanova followed to the end ; 
It was almost his only principle ; and smee he 
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w-as blessed with t superabundant vitaliis, it 
led him into cunous, cxeiung, and unnol) 
plaecs He lias, besides, tlial other ncecssar^ 
qualit) of the hero of a piearcsquc romanee, 
he u likable, if not admirable Moreover in 
life he had this winning qualitv, for whenever 
he told the trutli about an aaventure of his, 
not glozing over Ins owm faults, he alwaj-s 
found S) mpatliisers, and made fnends and 
if this result was parti) due to his grace in 
telling the talc, his skill survaves in his artfully 
artless nanauve Infamous scoundrel 1 we 
wall no doubt feel compelled to $a) , but then, 
as Volponc did to Mosca, we wall cr) out, M) 
watt) mucliicf, let me embrace thee r Tlicrcwas 
so much more m hu make up tlian the rogue 
Giacomo Casanova was the eldest son of a 
Venetian actor of Spanish descent, who died 
when Ins first bom wais eight )cars old, Icavang 
him wath two brotliers, and a tliird to follow, 
besides two smallcrsistcrs Casanova the elder 
had established his wife as an actress, in spite 
of vowanp Uiat he would not, a profession 
which, watli Its prolonged absences in vanous 
capitals, gave her every opportunity for neglect- 
ing her farmly Tlic eldest of her brood began 
tlic life whicli he was to turn into a fantasy on 
Apnl and, 172^, but for Ins first few years he 
was a siclJy infant, half Idiot, suffering, he 
leads us to suppose, fiom ovcr-nclmcss of 
»3 
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blood, an inconvenience which time was to 
teach him how to allay, but which for the 
moment was eased, first by the incantations of 
a cat-attended sorceress to whom he was led 
by his maternal grandmother, and then by 
the visitation of a fairy who came down tlic 
chimney His infancy was a blur in his mind, 
firom which he could dredge up only an 
anecdote of how he managed with precocious 
skill to divert to one of his brothers a punish- 
ment due to himself The child was father to 
the man. But then we have as an excuse tliat 
his reasomng faculty was dormant until tlic 
age of eight years and four months, when it 
suddenly awoke to reveal the complete natural 
philosopher. It was when his mother, with 
the family protector, the patrician Abbe 
Grimam, and Giorgio Baflfo, famed for his 
erotic verses (was not his name derived from 
the island of Paphos, the land of Venus ?), 
were taking him to be boarded out at a sort 
of infant school at Padua, in the hope of 
bettering his health TraveUing by river, 
Giacomo awoke m the mommg to feel no 
motion, but to see the trees passing by the 
cabm window ‘ Why ! ' he cried, ‘ the trees 
are movmg 1 ’ ‘You silly child,’ he was told ; 
‘ It’s not the trees, but the boat ’ He thought 
a moment, and said, ‘Perhaps, then, the sun 
does not move either ; it is the earth tummg 
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from West 10 La^t wliicli nnl.es it seem ts 
though It did’ His mother md the pnest 
moclcd him for n dolt, hut nafTo, cmhriring 
liim, exclaimed dclightctll), ^ou arc right, 
m) child , the sun docs not mo\c. Pinch up 
\-our spinis, use jour reason, and let people 
laugh as mucli as the) lihc CasanosT uas 
ctcmall) mtcful to BafTo , hut for him, he 
declared, his mind uould have liccn lihghtcd 
for c\cr, he would alwaj-s base crouched 
under die) oheofa shameful crcdulits, whereas 
he noss entered into possession of a faailt) 
which, he confessed, had not taken him \cr) 
far, hut to which he owed all the happiness 
he enjojed sshen he ssats so unliich) as to be 
lonely Ccrtainl) liu mind w-as neser idle 
throughout his life , all through die M/moues 
It peeps out as a sceptical and abosc all an 
mquisitisc tenant of a hoistcrous bod> , it was 
an enqumng ratlier tlian a construcusc mind, 
but extrcmcl) agile, and not altogether super- 
fiaal It was just the mind for a vehcmentl) 
joyful, devil maj-care adventurer, a mind ever 
alert, spcculaUsc, able at once to wander m 
uncharted seas, and to turn its discos cries to 
pracUcal uses Casanosa ssas half a philo- 
sopher, no empty headed, rascally parasite and 
libertine , he ssais always eager to know things, 
especially himself Xtquuiquam sapil qut stbi non 
sapU, a man svho docs not knosv himself docs 
*5 
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not know anything— so he prefaced his MSmotres . 
and if, not being extravagantly introspective, 
he never attained a very profound knowledge 
in this, at least he cleared his mind of cant 
The boy who had so unexpectedly dis- 
covered that he could think was put to board 
with a Slavoman woman at an establishment 
which he hated, where the provender was so 
meagre that, his mind not being of the kmd 
that acts as a check, he learned to filch from 
the larder For lessons he went to a Dr 
Gozzi, who, smce he found his pupil intel- 
hgent, took him into his own house, and, 
while impartmg a somewhat narrow rehgious 
doctrme, gave him a smattermg of the sciences 
There, m due course, Giacomo’s education 
was developed m other ways by the doctor’s 
young sister Bettma, a girl of thirteen, who 
mstructed her charge in one of the more 
obvious branches of physiology, her teaching, 
however, going only so far as to excite his 
appetite for more knowledge without com- 
pleting It Nevertheless she succeeded m 
giving him the experience of jealousy (one of 
his elder comrades was bolder than he was), 
and also gave him the opportumty of witness- 
ing several attempts at exorcism, for she 
became possessed of devils, of eleven thousand 
to be exact, owing to the machmations of a 
sorceress These somewhat comphcated the 
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amiable BctUna's intrigues, and Casanova had 
profound suspiaons of the demons, cspeaally 
as they seemed amenable to treatment only 
b> a ver, good-looking ^oung pnest Hou- 
c\er, in 1737, her nenous trouble vas re- 
placed by smallpox, of which she very ncarl) 
died , every one of tlic household was kept 
from her, except Casanoi-a, who having al- 
ready had the illness, tended her devotedly 
As a result he caught tlic disease again, whicli, 
though mild, all the same left dircc marks 
upon his face 

Other sides of his education proceeded 
swifdy , already at eleven years old he had 
astonished the company and delighted Baflb 
by answenng m a nexametcr a Laun disuch 
which, even valcd m the decency of a dead 
tongue. It IS not decorous to repeat He was 
destmrf for the law, though he washed to 
become a doctor , and very probably he 
would have made an admirable one, for not 
only would the profession have gratified his 
scientific turn, but, as he was to say later, the 
prachcc of medicme offers more scope for 
charlatanism than any other accepted way of 
hfe. But if he worked, as he seems to have 
done, he also played, falhng m with a rafiish 
set which taught nun to gamble and to fight, 
and would have taught him to wench, out 
that he avoided the pitfall Accordmg to his 
B 17 
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account, the students of Padua were an in- 
tolerable set of ne’er-do-well swashbucklers, 
continually at odds with the police ; and 
Casanova, flourishing pistols and a carbine, 
banded himself with them In this way he 
first began to read the book of life for himself, 
a thmg which it is essential to do, for mere 
theories of morals are like the table of contents 
of a book, which will tell you what the book 
IS about, but will not save you from the 
necessity of reading the volume. Sermons 
and precepts are all very well, but ‘ man is an 
animal who can learn only by his own ex- 
penence,’ he found , also he must test the 
warnmgs of the moralists to see whether they 
are vahd Thus once he was old enough to 
be let out alone he made the most of his 
opportumties , and some of the warnings did 
turn out to be true, for he was fleeced of his 
money, gambled on credit, and finally in 
1739 had to apply to his grandmother for 
funds She did not answer 1 ^ appeal ; with 
admirable promptitude, she came and huddled 
him back to Vemce 

Then began what is, perhaps, the most 
incongruous phase of Casanova’s life ; he 
became, of all unlikely things, an abbe, duly 
submitting to the tonsure, and receivmg the 
three mmor orders No solemn or ascetic 
abbe, mdeed, but a happy, idle, dandified 
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abW of fifteen, I113 hair liglitly powdered and 
scented with jasmine, \ Inch, thougli once cut 
off in his sleep b) a sci’crcr churchman, was 
made all the more griaous bj an expert 
barber sent bj Senator Malipicro, who had 
taXen the s-outh under his protecuon because 
be habituaJl) ale as much as two people, and 
thus stimulated the appetite 01 die aged 
patriaan It was a firmlful protection for 
though Casanoi-a continued bis normal cduca 
tion, getting Horace b> heart, acquiring more 
dian ascnccr of Greet and a sound 1 now ledge 
of other writers of antiquity (cspcciall) those 
who appeal most to curious youtli), Malipicro 
did not think that was enough He introduced 
die young abW, prccoaous m body and mind, 
to the cultured soacty dial frequented bis 
house, and so the youth achicicd a modicum 
of social polish, and learned bow to talk He 
liked bemg free of the Senator’s luxurious 
table, and had no objection to die presence 
of a dcbghtful girl of aghicen, Thdrtac Imer, 
for the care of whom the old man reaped no 
reward but the dubious one of being able to 
ease his emotion in tears and abortive rages 
Soon Malipiero proceeded to launch die 
promismg abbd in ms career, and managed to 
have him nominated to preach a sermon , which , 
m spite of the ^posidon of the curate of the 
chosen church, Casanova insisted upon ivnting 
>9 
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himself, consenting only to change the text 
from a Horatian titbit to one more con- 
gruous with the place, if unrelated to his 
theme He learned his script up carefully, 
and dehvered it brdhantly, mdeed with such 
grace that the plate set aside for offenngs to 
the preacher contained not only an inordmate 
number of sequms, but a quantity of billets- 
doux as well Here, then, was the indubitable 
career for him . Casanova, the world-famous 
preacher . Full of confidence, he prepared 
his next oration too flimsily, and confused in 
the head by a luncheon where the wine had 
flowed hberally, he lost lus thread, broke 
down physically, and had to be carried from 
the pulmt Drowned in mortification, he 
bolted on to Padua for a few days to continue 
his legal studies, and never preached agam. 
Thus revismg his view of a career, he m due 
course mastered enough of the code to be 
rcceived Doctor in 1742 (unfortunately there 
is no trace m the Umversity Registers of this 
degree bemg granted him), but at that pomt 
he deserted the law. Not for him the dust 
and the routine, the excessive concentration of 
that arduous and sedentary profession, which, 
like Faustus, he regarded as nt only for a mer- 
cenary drudge Better the Church than that : 
and after all, was he not marked out for it ? 

In the meanwhile he enjoyed Vemce, at that 
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tunc one of the best towns m the world for 
pleasures, especially during Carnival, pleasures 
from which takmg young abbds with perfumed 
hair were by no means excluded It is not 
surpnsmg that at his age, in that seductive 
atmosphere, Casanova began to feel the in 
sidious attraction of the other sex, and to 
cxpcncncc what ivas perhaps his last moral 
battle Seqaere Dnim, yes , but where witli us, 
temptations apart, it is often difScult to know 
cxaetly what is t)eus, wth Casanova it ivas 
always impulse, which m natures such as his 
IS so strong as never to be misleading Dcus 
first manifested himself at Paseano, where 
Casanova was stayrag with some nch fhends 
There he was looked after m his room by a 
charmmg flowering girl called Lucie, bnmful 
of life and the gaiety of hfe, adorned ivith as 
much fresh beauty as man could ivish, and 
whose very innocence, whose virMal trustful 
ness, threw her mto the arms of 3ic boy abb6 
He loved her, she declared her love for him , 
who could resist ? But Casanova did resist 
Heroic resolutions sustamed him through white 
nights of struggle, reticences of youth to which, 
he confessed, fear of consemicnces lent support. 
But what perverse moral lessons docs hfe not 
teach ! A year later, going back to Paseano 
full of eagerness (for through experience he 
had lost his puerile fears), he found that a 
at 
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fortnight earlier Lucie had vanished in com- 
pany with a councr by whom she was with 
child She was lost, irretrievably sunk — and it 
was all his fault * Had he quenched Lucie’s 
fires, had he even allayed liiem, she would 
never have been seduced by tins infamous 
courier Casanova, who had been so proud 
of his conquest over himself, was now ashamed 
of his silly, of lus fatal continence He vowed 
that he would never repeat the offence, and 
immediately adopting ‘ a different system,’ one 
from which he never departed (except once, 
when frightened), he seized the opportunity of 
being m a chanot with a lady alarmed at a 
thunderstorm to put it into practice 
For by then he was no longer innocent ; he 
had tasted the joys which he was to pursue 
all his life till time brought about its doleful 
revenge For during that year he had his 
first adventure, fallmg victim to die not very 
great charm of the mece of the churchman 
who taught him languages and philosophy. 
She, however, was mflexibly unkind ; marriage 
was her goal . but she had two fiiends, Marton 
and Manette, sisters, daughters of people whom 
he visited They were beautiful, of noble birth 
and considerable wit, who after a first trial 
cunnmgly contrived, found Casanova so dehght- 
fiil a compamon that they gave him a wax 
impression of the key of the room they shared 
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He did not lo\c tlicm , he did not pretend to 
Io\x them , there \^•as Miont this episode none 
of die spnnf; freshness of his lose for I ticie, 
none of the 

Ah how nnrtt It u lo los-c I 
Ah, how ga> ts Jiiung desire I 

rapture it vsts tnercls, one would think 
opporrunitj But tlten, at the age of sixteen 
lose IS not essential to cnjojmenl, and h> the 
ume Casanosat returned to Pascano, he was 
thorouglil> initiate, if not jet past master, in 
the mjTtertes of Venus 
B) now he was alrcadj independent His 
first sastt to Pascano had been cut short b\ 
the illness and subsequent death of his ^nd 
mother , and his mother, established in the 
tlicatrc at Dresden, had bidden the Abbe 
Gnmant look after her familj, and instal 
Giacomo m a furnished apartment she pos 
fcsscd The daughters were othcnMsc lodged, 
and her second son Frangois was apprenticed 
as pupil to Francesco Guardi, already famous 
as a painter The other sons? Well, Casanos"! 
IS always somcishat vague about these otlicr 
brothers whom he disliked Gnmani was 
inadequate to the situation ‘ I could neser 
make out,’ Casanova said, ‘ whctlicr he wais 
good because he was a fool, or whether tlic 
foolishness was part of his goodness ’ At all 
23 
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events he could not curb his eldest charge, and 
a crisis came when Casanova sold the hnen 
and furmture to pay his debts and gamble 
It was difficult to know what Gnmani could 
do with this idle, unattached abbe, whose only 
serious occupations seemed to be occasionally 
to scribble an heretical thesis — such as the one 
which argued that any being of whom one 
could have nothing but an abstract idea could 
only exist arbitrarily — or to dabble m a dilet- 
tante way with chemistry Even his serious 
social occupation was gone, for the revered 
Mahpiero havmg foimd his young protege 
making uneqmvocal and unresented gestures 
to Ther^e Imer, had belaboured the young 
ecclesiastic with a stick, and cast him out of 
his house 

It is true that m the offing there was a monk 
about to be made a bishop, apparently if 
not very behevably through the influence of 
Madame Casanova, and he was gomg to take 
charge of the youth Casanova was delighted 
at the prospect Here was the path to Church 
preferment, even, who knew ^ to the pontifi- 
cate, so did his young fancy run away with 
him But for the moment the bishop did not 
materialise, and in the mean time Grimani 
packed Giacomo off to a seminary Casanova 
had no objection to this scheme , it appealed 
to his wlum : but he fiercely resented the 
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cntnnce examination Was lie not Doctor’ 
He miked UTS put among die small boj-s , but 
soon, b) acadent, the extent ofliis knowledge 
tsas ducoacred, and he Kss pmmoletl to tlie 
senior class Tins matter had IiardK been 
arranged, houcser, than he «as expelled for 
an oITcnee of vshicli he declared himself before 
God to be innocent, and ssliicli, indeed, 
scarcely tallies asath his predilection for die 
other sex Gnmant prompt!) had him shut 
up in the fort of St Andreas Tlicrc he as-as 
tolerabla free, free enough at all caents to 
escape lor one night and rejoice in thrashing 
the man as ho, he thought, had injured him m 
Gnmani’s esteem , and to recciac from another 
inmate of the fair sex an incommodit) as Inch 
mortified him For six months he endured 
diis existence, asliich asos not asathout its 
amenities, since he dined ssath the prison 
governor , then, shortly aflcr his release, 
being once more installed at Gnmani s table, 
he met his bishop, asho gaae him mstruetions 
for mceUng in Rome, from ashicli diey asould 
go together to his see in Calabna. 

In good heart, full of ambition, asadi lucli a 
mnply of clothes and money as to giac con 
fidcncc, Casanova set sail toss aids the end of 
1743 The fine stop asas Ghiozza, sshcre the 
voyagers as ere to stay for a fess days, an 
almost fatal feas days For almost at once 
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the not yet subtle enough young abbe was 
fleeced of his money at faro ; and what was 
worse, having pawned all his clothes, he lost 
them too This was enough to sink any 
youth to despondency, but what added to his 
gnef was a second expenence of a humiliating 
disease, for he had not yet got to the stage 
where he could say with equanimity (after 
twelve such illnesses), ‘ I have often observed 
that for the greatest part of my life I have been 
trymg to make myself ill, and then, when 
I had achieved this, m trymg to get well again 
I have been equally successful in both ; and 
now that, as far as that goes, I enjoy perfect 
health, I regret being unable to make myself 
ill but old age, an illness as cruel as it is 
mevitable, forces me to be well in spite of 
myself’ But now in his nonage his circum- 
stances plunged him m despair. He suffered 
mental agonies which he never forgot, and 
was on the pomt of letting go every moral 
hold, of smkmg mto degradation and igno- 
mmy He lay and groaned on the bed 
which he had been hospitably offered, and was 
only rescued from the pit by the sailor who 
came to fetch him on board. It was the 
severest cnsis of his life ; but by the time he 
got to Ancona, where he was delayed by a 
quarantine, he had completely recovered. 
He made his way on foot to 'Rome, in 
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compm\ Iirgcls will n icindalousl) prc 
datoEj monl., mIih howc\cr, Lcpl liini in 
food, onl) 10 find tlial lin bidiop, Hred of 
wTiUng, had gone on lo Calabna He 
pumicd him to Naples, \ihcrc a message 
nad been left Near Naples Casanova ec- 
tneaed Ins foEtuncs bj a dubious piece of 
chcmislE) sihicli mcEcased llie volume of 
mcTCur) (tliough it debxcd il) , and selling 
this secret to a mcrcliani, he proeceded, once 
more ss-cll equipped will clothes and monc> 
10 join Ills bisliop Casanova liLed tins prclaic, 
a w-orth), pious, and educated man , but the 
see is-as a desert, the country, in Casanova’s 
ejes, bleah, soaclj non-existent The bisliop, 
shrewd and kindl), saw nt once dial die soung 
abbi was not die assistant for him, and after 
three dap tlicj parted amicablj, Casanova 
armed wath an introduction to a grandee at 
Naples 

Naples w-as alwaji kind to Casanova he 
was pelted, was given clothes and monc) 
by a cousin, became a figure in soacty, and 
was oftcred admirable posts iii noble houses 
But he refused all olTcrs, asking only for re 
commendations in Rome, to which he travelled 
m company wadi an advocate, his wfc, and 
his sister With the wafe, Lucrcria, he fell in 
love, and, favoured by the promiscuity inadent 
to travelling in those days, achieved such 
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progress that in Rome he was made happy. 
It was the first affair m which his heart had 
been engaged ; he was really m love, and his 
passion was returned. Amow, je te remercie^ 
the couple cried simultaneously in their trans- 
port, and Lucrezia for ever retained a niche 
m the sentimental comer of Casanova’s heart. 

But such dehghts were only for moments 
stolen from a sterner system of education 
which he was undergoing wth a subtle Abbe 
Gama, in whose charge he had been placed 
by Cardinal Acquaviva, and who, biddmg 
him abandon such acquaintance as Lucrezia’s 
family provided, revealed to him the mystenes 
of discretion, of dissimulation, and of pleasing, 
which make for progress m the Church He 
also made him learn French. Casanova seems 
to have been attached in some secretarial 
capacity to the Gardinal’s court, and he 
throve, through his appearance, his wit, his 
diligence , and these, combined with a 
brilliance in scribbhng verses, make him 
equally successful in the gatherings of cardinals 
and their ducal mistresses, in which he became 
more and more intimate When he saw 
Pope Benedict XIV, he was qmte at his 
ease with him, made him laugh, and extracted 
permission from him to read the books on 
the Index, and to treat fasts hghdy, though 
neither grace was given in writmg. It looked 
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as though he would thmc m the Church, 
more than one cardinal had his eje on him, 
the Abbd Gama fell his pupil was bnnmng 
him credit , but alas 1 just as die road to 
prcTcrmcnt seemed open, Casanova helped 
an elopmg couple to escape the lau and the 
Inquisition bj liarbounng the girl, disguised 
as an abbi, in his quarters The alTair made 
so mucli noise that Acquaviaai was forced to 
part isatli his promising recruit , and asking 
Casanova a hat he would like to do, sent him 
on some vague mission to Constantinople to 
coaer his expulsion from Rome 
It was unlike Casanova to haac an un 
adventurous journey, and Ins transit to Venice, 
from avhicli he was to sail for die Sublime 
Porte, provided matter as fantasuc as it aaas 
unforeseen, apart from the amorous extrava 
ganza interwoven avilh it. The journey m 
volvcd a love affair avidi a ravishing Thirise, 
a singer masquerading ns a cmtralo, the loss 
of a passport, setm imprisonment, lus sudden 
departure on a boltmg horse he had innocently 
mounted, entenng and Icavmg Rimini as a 
muleteer, and finally his casung away die 
cassock m favour of a smart blue and white, 
gold and silver officers uniform of his own 
designing Perhaps, after aU, the Church was 
not the most glamorous career The journey 
also mvolvcd a deal of philosophic thought and 
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intiospection, but neither, thougli they taught 
him carefulness, weakened his impulsiveness, 
as was shown by his superb aplomb when his 
runaway horse was caught by guards and he 
rephed to the question of where he was going 
so fast by saying he was carr^nng an urgent 
message to the governor of Rimini, and thus 
ensured his being sent to the town wlicrc 
Ther^sc, or Belhno, tlicn was. Introspection 
was prompted by Thcresc hcisclf, who at the 
conclusion of this period, and w'hilc he was 
separated from her, wTote to say tliat she had 
been made a good offer by a Duke to appear 
at a Naples theatre, but that before accepting, 
she wished to offer Casanova tlic first refusal 
of her person and her future Or, should she 
go to Naples and w'ait for him there ? wdicn he 
appeared, she would support him ‘ For tlie 
first time in my life,’ Casanova wTOtc, ‘ I found 
myself forced to think before making a decision 
. . Two equally powerful motives held the 
balance even — self-love and love.’ And, some- 
what queerly, magnammity entered into it. 
Had he the right to piejudice Ther^e’s career, 
which, he foresaw, would depend more upon 
her charms than upon her talent ^ For he did 
not see himself m the role of complaisant lover 
or husband. Husband ! the w'ord had a 
horrid sound, especially at eighteen ; besides, 
It would have meant abandomng the splendid 
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future for which he felt himself desDned And 
agam, hotv could he bear tlic shame of appear- 
mg among Ins anstocraUc fnends at Naples 
as the kept husband of an opera nngcr ? No ' 
impossible ! — and if he tvas enamoured, he was 
past the first fetcred rapture in uhich one can 
renounce the wxirld for lose. So he advised 
her to go to Naples, where, no doubt, some day 
he ivould join her Thdrise was disposed of 
Thereupon, in his new soldierly character, 
Casanova shpped through tlic quarantine, and 
appeared in ms native town Gnmani ivas 
horrified, but Matron and Manette, with 
whom he lodged, were m ecstasies, and though 
his imagination was filled with Thdrisc, he did 
not disappomt them He was guilty of no m 
constancy towards Thdrisc, only of an infidelity, 
a pretty disoncuon he was careful to make 
Vemce on the whole ivas dehghtful, but since 
his career had to be seen to, ho entered the 
Veneban army as an ensign, and ivas sent to 
Corfu, from whence he svas granted leave to 
fulfil his ‘ mission ’ to Constantmople. This 
consisted merely m presentmg a letter of mtro- 
duction to Achmet Pasha, who as a Christian 
had been known as the Comte de Bonneval, 
one of Pnnee Eugene s famous generals, and 
who now as a Moslem was a noted diplomat 
Casanova amused himself by makmg observa- 
tions of Turkiih manners, which was all there 
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was for him to do, since he stupidly missed a 
sole opportumty for an amorous mtngue, and 
then returned to Corfu There, passmg the 
time chiefly m gambling, and in making a 
htde summer love, he became involved m a 
disciphnary misdemeanour, and to evade what 
he thought a humihatmg pumshment, he 
escaped to a neighbouring island, where he 
made himself for some time into a sort of 
bandit chief surrounded by faithful soldiery — 
for such the peasants became if sufficiently 
trained by largesse — but was eventually in- 
duced to return. Soon after, in 1 745, he went 
back to Vemce, where, disgusted at not getting 
the promotion he had been promised, and 
feehng that he was not built for a life of 
disciphne, he threw up his commission. 

Then for a while, after a brief experience in 
a lawyer’s office, he became a complete rap- 
scallion. He who had dreamed of bemg Pope, 
and had aspued to command an army, eked 
out a bare hvmg by playmg the fiddle m a 
theatre orchestra ; a hurmhatmg position for 
a Doctor of Laws, who from movmg in the 
most dazzling society had thus sunk to be the 
compamon of dire rascals What a crew ! 
They got drunk every night after the theatre, 
haunted brothels, roused honest citizens out 
of bed on false pretexts, cut bell-ropes, slipped 
gondolas from their moonngs, sounded tocsins, 
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and c\cn kidnapped temfied bourgeou , and 
into thu lifi: Casanova drett his brother 
Francis, nov, bceonung a painter of battle- 
scenes Such a life \touId incvitabl) have led 
to prison , complaints against this band of 
rogues were becoming too frequent but dicn 
Casanova had a stroke of luck which re 
onentated his whole cxutcncc 
Leaving a fcsti\at> aerj late one evening, 
the \aohmst saw going downstairs a venerable 
red robed scrutor, who in drawing out liis 
handkerchief dropped a letter Casanova 
hastened to pick it up, and, in thanks, the 
patnaan otfered to take the >t)ung man back 
to his lodgings in his gondola. They had 
hardly started when the senator was razed 
with an apoplectic fit Casanova rushed in 
panic to find a surgeon, who at once bled the 
stneken man, Casanova tcanng strips olT lus 
shirt to make bandages The youtli then 
took the mvalid to his palace, another doctor 
was called, and Casanova quietly installed 
himself as nurse It turned out that tlic 
senator was a certain Zuanc Bragadin (more 
correctly Bragadino), who after the wild youth 
proper to a handsome man was now at tlie 
age of fifty-seven Irvmg a hfe of wisdom, in 
company with two old wiseacres. Messieurs 
Daudolo and Barbaro These, the next cven- 
mg, told Casanova he might go if he had 
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business elsewhere, but the young man senten- 
tiously rephed, ‘ I will stay here to-night by the 
bed ; for if I go the patient will die, whereas 
if I stay I am sure he will hve ’ The friends 
were staggered by this assurance, and Casanova 
stayed Moreover, his prophecy proved true. 
For during the mght the mvahd began to suffer 
agomes from a mercury poultice the doctor 
had placed on his chest , m some way it was 
suffocating him. Casanova at once roused the 
friends and said that it was essential to remove 
the omtment, and he did so, washing the 
chest with warm water The patient forthwith 
revived. When the doctor bustled in betimes 
the next mommg he was oveqoyed to see his 
patient so well, but furious when he found 
what had been done ‘ Doctor,^ Bragadin 
said, ‘ the man who reheved me of the mercury 
is a physician who knows more of medicine 
than you do,’ and he mdicated Casanova. 
Both doctor and amateur were astounded ; 
it was all Casanova could do to keep his face, 
but with his magnificent presence of mind 
he at once stepped mto the position The 
doctor, of course, resigned the case, Casanova 
took charge, and sensibly recommendmg a 
low diet, improved the occasion by laying 
down the law, and quotmg medical authorities 
whose works he had never read. Bragadm 
and his friends were m raptures over the young 
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man , the icnator indeed dccJmng that he 
could not at his age know so much unless 
he had supernatural aid The suggestion 
appeared bnlliant to CasanoNn, and nath 
inimitable snaflncss he mounted to the top of 
the situauon He confessed tliat he had indeed 
some acquaintance natli the occult sciences , 
more, he had a familiar, an oracle, who nould 
ansnau- quesuons put to him In fact, it uais 
oivang to tins oracle that he had been on the 
steps idicn Bragadm had dropped his letter 
In lUustraUon of his necromantic skill, he 
proceeded to erect pyramids of numbers 
‘ ^Vhy, this IS Solomon's Key,’ Bragadm cned, 
‘nhat the \ailgar call the Cabbala,’ as he 
listened to tlic ansners which Casanova pro- 
duced, cxtracUng at wall rephes cither clear, 
ambiguous, or unfatliomably rnywenous 
‘ Where,’ Bra^din asked in tremulous delight, 

‘ had he got his knowledge ? ’ ‘ Oh,’ Casanova 
answered readily, ' from a hcrmiL’ The 
three preposterous old men fell mto the trap, 
cravmg as they did for something more 
esoteric than the Christian religion, in which 
they imphciUy beheved because they found it 
all quite natural Thus Casanova became 
thar joy his oracle, called Parahs m the 
family circle, ivas their mentor , and soon 
they ivould do nothmg ivithout the young 
man’s advice Bragadm made him a son of 
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the house, clothed him, fed him, made him a 
handsome allowance What could be better ? 
Casanova had not the heart to undeceive 
them ; he fooled them to the top of their bent 
‘ I was not quite open and above-board 
with them,’ Casanova confessed : but then, 
what was he to do ^ Would not Bragadin 
have died but for him ? Could he be so mean 
as to leave them all in the lurch ? And 
besides, they were such obviously easy prey, 
that if he did not cheat them, some one else 
would. It was his duty to go on, he felt ; 
It would be unpardonably rude to tell them 
they were silly dupes, and then leave them ; 
It would not cure them of their folly. Besides, 
pnde forbade him to avow liimself unworthy 
of their distmguished friendship. ‘ It seems to 
me,’ he wrote m his unregenerate old age, ‘ that 
I chose the better part, the most noble, the 
most natural ’ After all, he was twenty-one, 
and full of high spirits ; the situation promised 
an infimty of fun And it gave liim a position 
in the world, besides securing him from 
poverty And if the world puzzled its head 
as to how three venerable old men could give 
countenance to a notorious rakeheU, it was no 
busmess of his Thus Casanova, if not settled 
m life, was at least provided with a base from 
which to conduct those operations which fill us 
with amazement, and seem at tunes incredible. 
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Fate, it is dear, Iiad arranged to gi\c an 
unshaeUed temperament just tlic edueanon, 
just the mtroduetion to life, to form a pnnee 
of adscnturcis, ehenshed bj Fortune in a 
shape ‘ whieh ofTcred him no temptation to 
tread the paths of modcrauon and prudence ’ 
He UTis an apparition, who for the next forty 
yean was to make more or less dazzling 
descents upon all the capitals of Europic, to 
astound all dasses from long to beggar, being 
equally at home (like death’s danang feet) 
m palace or tavern , a companion who could 
amuse men of mtellcct such as Voltaire and 
Wnckdraann, debating ivith them on Icvd 
terms, keep a cultured dinner table in roan 
of laughter, or divert a colIccUon of crooks 
In honour ivith statesmen, he was treated with 
respect b^ rascals as master of their own 
craus Living most of the while m luxury, 
travdhng like a grand setgmur, sometimes he 
ivould occasionally have to eke out a pittance 
m a garret at some times looked upon as a 
man of power, at others m prison, he raided 
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all Europe, now in the guise of a bird of 
paradise, now as a hungry tiger restlessly 
seekmg whom or what he might devour. He 
was never still for long. Urged by the need 
to find new fields to display himself in, but 
impelled at least as much by cunosi^, he 
could not bear to stay any length of time in 
one place. Fresh manners and customs, 
new books and old manuscripts, works of art, 
antiquities, and especially different people, 
these lured him on : and if he was sometimes 
expelled from the places he graced, he never 
mmded setting out agam on ms travels. 

Of Herculean build, they said, very tall, 
unusually strong, capable of athletic feats as 
well as of Gargantuan meals, he could impose, 
by a happy swagger, on any company. Yet 
he was no Adonis. His complexion, dark 
brown in his youth, became ‘ African ’ as he 
grew older, while certain imtial roughnesses, 
smallpox marks and scars, deepened with the 
years A high recedmg forehead, a long 
aggressive nose edged with an inquisitive 
nostril, a lover’s mouth, and a soft dun falhng 
away to a bull neck, do not seem to constitute 
the most fascmatmg of masks. But fascmation 
does not reside in formal beauty, and his eye 
has yet to be taken into account, a large, 
rapacious, black-lashed eye, a little pro- 
tuberant under brows arching outward, a 

38 



VARIOUS TACETS 


bght lidded eye m vhich the ins seems to be 
set low down It could llash, it could soothe, 
could srann to lose, could freeze to fear 
But It M’as in the whole man rather than in 
the lace alone that the power la> he seemed 
to radiate enerCT> to be imbued with magnetic 
attraction Aliundantlj vital, his strength 
promised generosity, his gaiety kindliness, 
in spite of a \cstige of hardness Perhaps he 
was oier-confidcnt, mer assured, sometimes 
exploswely so , but tlien he was permeated 
by a belief in his good genius, his espnl familial, 
which though it sometimes betrned him, 
usually prompted him for his good It inspired 
and advised him, steeled his will, gave him 
infinite resihence, and, most significant of all, 
nd him of scruples His social talents were 
enormous. Not only was he a good talker, 
oserflowmg with unusual knowledge, a bom 
orator, a poet able to quote poetry inex- 
haustibly, and, since he ivas moved to tears 
while he quoted, able to move his hearers , 
an inumtablc story-teller , but, being agog 
ivith cunosity, eager to pick up knowledge 
of men or thmgs, he ivas a good hstener And 
this 13 a quahty that makes for populanty 
Talents, sensibdity, physical courage, and a 
personahty which attracted numerous friends 
— and made a few implacably bitter enemies — 
to what end, we ask, did he use these precious 
39 



CASANOVA 


gifts ? The answer is, to living, which, with 
him, meant prmcipally loving, for he had 
early discovered that his mission m life was to 
be, in his own phrase, a votary of Venus. 
Abnormally endowed with procreative gifts — 
he has been described as ‘ a sexual athlete ’ — 
he never lost an opportumty of being on 
intimate terms with a woman, of any age or 
class, so long as she had charms. It was his 
supreme bliss, it never palled, though he 
confessed that as he grew older he became 
less dehcate, and no longer experienced the 
dehcious excitement of his early adventures 
How should he, mdeed ? But he was no mere 
animal. It is true that he was sometimes led 
into venal relations, orgies to which as a rule 
he was incited by others, but he obtamed 
no pleasure unless his compamon (or com- 
pamons) felt it too. He would have no 
grudging acquiescence ; the idea of force 
horrified him. Without sympathy, without 
real attraction on both sides, to act the 
beast with two backs (he was fond of the 
Shakesperian phrase) meant nothing to him 
First attracted by a woman’s face, he would 
be enraptured by her conversation, her wit, 
till his passion was mflamed Or so it seemed 
to him ; but perhaps after all he did not know 
himself very well Sometimes he seems to 
have loved wholly, with dehcacy and con- 
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slanc) , he nc\cr ceased to ha\c ssarm 
feelings towards a woman he had rcall) loved 
But nis pceuhar kind of constancy did not 
preclude his losang others at the same time , 
the appearance of any new beauty at once 
arousca his coneupisccnce He panted to 
possess every she whom he found attractive, 
and was delighted wath every one he con- 
quered all had peculiar beauties , not one 
of them, in his owai (avaiunte term, but could 
have served as model to Praxiteles 
Had you asked him if he never weaned of 
the diversion, he would have stared at you 
and asked in return if you ever got tired of 
reading books? All books were much the 
same, and so were all women , but just as 
every book is unique, so is every female 
creature. Declared bibliophile m both sorts, 
he made the comparison at length Women, 
like books, must first attract by the title page, 
vvluch IS to be read from top to bottom , and 
just as the real amateur of women takes as 
great a dehplit in the feet as in the face (he 
was something of a fctichist as regards feet), 
so the bibliophile appreciates the pnntcr’s name 
at the bottom of the page. He is taken watli 
the outside, then he wants to read the book 
Moreover, just as great readers seme upon 
any fresh book, good or bad, so the cunosity 
of a man who has known many women, all 
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lovely, is aroused about even ugly ones, when 
they are quite fresh to hun . . the work 
may be better than the title-page suggests ’ 
Habit, curiosity, then, as much as anythmg 
else, impelled Casanova to his continual 
conquests, as well as the urgency of his over- 
heated temperament Indeed it became with _ 
him a question of self-respect. Not to have 
offered to seduce a woman who came his way 
would have been to fail m his mission as a 
high-priest to Venus : mdeed it became his 
duty to seek out sacrifices to offer on the altar 
of love. Thus his course throughout Europe 
is marked by scores of Paphian ntes of which 
only a tnflmg percentage can be mentioned 
here ; everywhere over the Continent were to 
be found women not only whom he had 
adored, but who had adored him. Love was 
his happmess, he followed it, he sought it out 
wherever he could More than any thin g else, 
if pleasure was his aim, love was his profession. 

Moralists habitually condemn the pursuit 
of happmess, though what else man does in 
his multifanous activities it is hard to de- 
termme There are, of course, many ways 
of obtammg happmess — asceticism, in de- 
votion to hard tasks, m power, in self-sacrifice, 
m the search after truth, m abandoning one’s 
self to the will of God — and moreover it is 
fairly clear that to pursue the obvious, easy 
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happiness bj direct means is to court failure. 
Indeed man u so complex that he often lias 
to perform the most inlncaic csolulions, 
undergo the most rigorous mental disaplinc, 
before he can be even contented, for it is 
hard to know in what, prcciscl>, happiness 
consists But Casanoam suffered no mental 
tortures , happiness for him laj in obedience 
to impulse, in die immediate grauficauon of 
the senses — not excluding the senses of the 
brain and die delight of intcllcelual mastery 
— and his nature was so simple, so direct, esen 
abnonnaU> so, that he asked for no spiang 
to the duh, though indeed he was not asersc 
from a litde danger, a touch of mptcr), a 
hint of secrecj , at any rate a tnllc of difticultj 
But that was all Baudelaire’s remark that 
the single and supreme delight of lose lies in 
the certainty diat one is doing c\nl would ha\c 
been incomprehensible to him, for he liad no 
atom, not the smallest residue of a sense of sin 
m making love. He experienced none of the 
deliDous fears of the unknown, that ‘ pamc 
terror of consequences svhich might disas- 
trously affect the future, for alas, ‘ an ill 
philosophy lessens what sve call prejudices to 
too small a number ’ He pursued the obvious 
easy happmess as dirccd) as he could, and the 
astonishing trudi is that he caught it. 

Money counted for nothing with him. It 
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was meant to spend, lavishly, to obtain the 
best food and drink (and plenty of both), 
consideration from other mortals, splendid 
clothes, and love. For even when he does not 
buy his loves, a man must be set out in a 
certam way to be attractive to women ; he 
must be able to afford to do amusing and 
expensive things, to shower unexpectedly lovely 
gifts on them, and above all, to be in a position 
to make sacrifices . Money meant hving 
splendidly, and what was the good of hving 
at all if one merely dragged through a sober, 
honest, and mdustrious hfe ? Moreover, the 
world was like a kaleidoscope, full of gloriously 
coloured mterestmg things and people , the 
only difference was, that whereas a kaleido- 
scope revolves before you, you yourself had 
to do the revolvmg through a static world 
And travelhng, especially travelhng m dash- 
ing style, needs money 
Casanova, then, got money. He was sure of 
never starvmg, for the good Senator Bragadm 
would see to that ; but money from that source 
was the merest insignificant percentage of what 
he needed Bhs mam fount of revenue through- 
out his life was gambhng ; he hated, he de- 
clared, to spend money not obtained in that 
way ; but once his pockets were full, he 
scattered their contents broadcast, in clothes, 
jewelry, horses and chariots, m meals that 
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would ha\-c gratified both Lucullus and Tnirnl- 
chio, m oncntnlly pnncclj gifts to women, and 
in penerositt to tcra-ants wliicli staggered the 
recipients He made many poor families happ> , 
from \-anit) indeed rallicr tlian from virtue, 
though It gave him pleasure to make people 
rqoicc , and lie often gave, not lent, large 
sums to fellow advcntureis who were not so 
lucty as himself But if he gambled to get 
money, he also gambled for lose of the game 
It ivas in his blood He confessed tliat he could 
not live wathout it, could not resist punting at 
Giro, his most usual game, though he preferred 
to keep the bank, as die odds were in its favour 
He could not even always stop playing when 
his better judgment told him he should , and 
thus, someumes Iieginning the evening a ncli 
man, he would end it desutute After all, 
gamhline was part of his philosophy of life , 
indeed, life as be saw it was nothing but a 
gamble — but the way the cards arc shulTlcd 
IS predesUned Of course, as a Chnsuan 
(for such this arrant pagan thought himself) 
he did not believe in Fate, yet it is cxtiaordmary 
how often the word DesUny occurs in Ins 
memoirs There was something which ruled 
the ways of men, as it did die fall of cards, 
for drac and again he did things which accord- 
ing to all reason were folbcs and should have 
led to dire results, but which turned out 
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happily ; while, on the other hand, actions 
he had undert^en after hours of prudent 
thought had led to disaster . the sad story 
of Lucie of Paseano was a case m point 
Clearly there was a Providence which ruled 
the affairs of men Who were they, poor 
mortals, to attempt to govern their ends ^ 
Sequere Deum Thus Casanova took to the faro 
table all the boldness, the faith in providence, 
that he earned with him elsewhere. He was 
an mcomparable player, cool, alert, never 
betraymg himself by his face, which even 
when he was losmg heavily radiated enjoy- 
ment m the game He never cheated — ^not 
senously — cards were far too deep a passion 
with him, and was always hot against those 
who ‘ corrected fortune,’ though indeed, if he 
never himself tampered with the cards, he did 
not mmd on occasion gomg halves m a bank 
with those who did. As far as cards went, 
he piqued himself on bemg a man of honour. 
And his luck was amazmg Agam and again 
he would break the bank ; time after time 
he would, as banker, retire with his pockets 
burstmg not only with gold, but with notes 
and bills of exchange Fortune smiles on 
those who are not afraid of her, and whose 
nerves are of iron. 

Once, however, it was not a question of 
nervous, but of physical endurance. At Sulz- 
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bach, in I'^Gs, he lent a ttifling sum at piquet 
to n certain Entragucs, who olTcred him his 
revenge ‘ I am not very eager for it,’ Casa- 
nova answered, ‘ for I plaj for the fun of it, 
and juu play to wan ’ 

‘ You insult me.’ 

‘I did not mean to but every time we 
have played, you have stopped after about 
an hour ’ 

‘Vou ought to be grateful to me for that , 
since not being up to my standard, you would 
have lost a lot of money ’ 

‘ Perhaps, but I don't believe I should ’ 

‘ 1 can prove it ’ 

‘Very well but whichever of us stops 
playing first wall forfeit fifty louis ’ 

Thq began to play at three o clock At 
mne Entragucs suggested supper I’m not 
hungry,’ Casanova said , ‘ but of course you 
can go away if you want me to pocket the 
stakes ’ No more was said The spectators 
went to supper, and came back to watch, 
leavmg the gamblers to themselves at mid- 
mght At six the water-drinkers congratulated 
them , at nine the combatants were persuaded 
to dnnk some chocolate , at four, a httlc soup 
At supper time it was suggested that they 
should divide the stakes , but Entragues 
being well ahead in winmngs, Casanova would 
not consent So on they played, all through 
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the second night, Casanova, less collapsed than 
his rival, winning back his losses. At about 
nine o’clock it was suggested they should give 
over : but now Entragues would not. Soup 
was given them, but this was the end of 
Entragues. Totteiing from his chair, yellow 
as a corpse, pouring mth s^veat, he fainted. 
After forty-two hours’ play Casanova had a 
refreshing sleep, and unlike his rival, who did 
not recover for some days, appeared his usual 
radiant self at three-o’clock dinner. 

But gambling, sponging on Bragadin, and 
once for a short time more or less honestly 
eammg money, as we shall see, were not 
Casanova’s only sources of revenue. There 
was magic, a theme which runs like a ribbon 
through the memoirs, by means of '^vhich he 
caused extraordinary sums of money to fimv 
from the coffers of his dupes into his oivn leak}^ 
pocket A good memory, amazing mental 
agihty in erecting pyramids, a shrewd insight 
into men — and women — a frind of common 
sense, and a certain amount of esoteric medical 
knowledge, were his weapons ; but beyond these 
aids he was acquainted \vith the recondite erudi- 
tion of the cabbalists, knowing enough to impose 
on others, though, as befits a scoffer, his leam- 
mg was not much more than superficial. And 
besides, he had astonishmg good luck. Nor- 
mally he professed himseff utterly sceptical, 
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cspcaally ivhcrc tlic work of other magiaans 
\vas concerned , but ever and anon things 
turned out so oddly that he tvondcred if there 
were not something in it he would find lum- 
self makmg unlikdy prophecies ivhich came 
true I Once a slip he made in drawing the 
numbers led to an answer wluch alarmed 
him by its recklessness, but which led to the 
happiest results when acted on and some- 
times the sediment of superstition he ivas 
never able to nd himself of, would swoll and 
possess him How could he not believe when 
dungs happened so pat? Wliy, even at the 
very end of his life, had he not found himself 
statmg that a certain pregnant cat would have 
SIX black kittens, and had she not done so? 
‘There are more thmgs in heaven and earth ’ 
he ivas fond of quoting If he knew that 
Parahs was a fraud, he still felt diat he had 
a lamihar that prompted him Thus, to the 
lover, the gamester, the wit, the man-of the- 
world, the student, the eharlatan, and the 
poet, must be added as a constant mgrcdicnt 
the make behove sorcerer who half beheved m 
his own spurious magic. 


D 
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Ill 

THE FIRST ODYSSEY 
(1746-1753) 

Casanova’s lucky adoption made no difference 
to his moral being ; it merely gave him extra 
advantages as a gay young rapscallion ; for 
those who wanted anything from Senator 
Bragadm found that tlie easiest path to lus 
good graces was tlirough this tall, handsome, 
giddy, and perhaps rather flashy young inter- 
loper Life was obviously a superb affair, and 
Casanova squeezed the utmost out of its joys, 
made love, gambled — at tins stage too avari- 
ciously — ^fought a duel m which he pinked 
his man, and altogether behaved as though 
existence were one long Venetian Carmval, 
with as much significance as a Commedia dell’ 
Arte farce. 

There were one or two little disagreeables 
to add flavour to what might have been too 
sweet a dish, such as a charge of assault 
which he was able easily to rebut , for though 
he had mdeed given a girl a sound drubbing 
with a broomstick, she had refused him her 
favours after he had compensated her mother 
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for tlic loss of a tnllmg toy There svas also 
an affair, svlulc he was staying in a merry 
prankish house not far from Vcniec, in which 
the general feeling was, he could not under- 
stand why, against him. He had merely taken 
a mild revenge on a man who had treacherously 
tumbled him into a muddy ditch, by presentmg 
him in bed, m the dark, wath a hand and arm 
which he had hacked off a corpse buried that 
affemoon 1 The man was prostrated, and 
never fully recoscred his reason , tlierc was 
a terrific to-do, and Casanova was howled 
back to Vcmcc, assured that a charge of 
blasphcm) would follow him there Pooh 1 
Absurd 1 they couldn’t prove anything and 
that was as far as tlic episode seemed to affect 
him. Remorse ? Well, he was sorry , but 
after all, the tnck tlic man had played him 
might have killed him, so they were (jmts 
The story, true or not, and Casanova wished 
It thought true, grimly reveals the basis of 
savagery upon which die social Casanova was 
binlL He could see nothing loathsome in the 
horror he had perpetrated , it was not among 
his prejudices to respect a corpse any more 
than a hvmg man , but even so, might it 
not have revolted the fastidiousness of most 
good hvers, most epicures or Lothanos ? To 
do such a dung Com passion, or Com half- 
madness, as Ferdmand m The Duchess of Maf/i 
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did, is understandable ; but for a sane young 
man to do it for a joke is, to say tlie least of it, 
abnormal. He, no doubt, would have argued 
that it showed supreme health, superiority over 
a sense of tlie gruesome, freedom from the 
nonsense of superstition. But at all events it 
was religious desecration, and Bragadin advised 
him to fly ; all would be arranged in a year 
or so. Those are the reasons Casanova gave 
for his abrupt departure early in 1748 ; but 
it appears that he was about to be charged 
with magic practices, and that he fled to escape 
the Inquisition 

No warning, however, could deter Casanova 
from doing anythmg that suggested itself to 
his madcap mind, and within a few weeks he 
was deeply engaged in the first of many fantastic 
sorcenes. Some gullible old fool, who thought 
he owned tlie kmfe with tvhich St. Peter had 
sliced off the ear of the soldier, had told him 
of a fortune buried near Cesena ; and Casa- 
nova, who saw here a chance of unlimited fun 
(and of extractmg a little money from the 
superstitious buffoon^, egged him on, and 
elected himself magician m chief. Besides, 
there might be some one interesting at the 
treasure-dowered farm ; and indeed there was, 
a dehghtfiil, if unwashen, girl of fourteen. 
But Casanova could see to her cleanhness, 
and promptly declanng that the help of a 
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\Trgin to cut out his mapcian’s dothcs n’as 
essential to Ins success, lodged her mth him 
To an accompaniment of comic ceremonies 
nhich he inicntcd as he went, he got himself 
made a cloak, a tall liat coscred mtli alarming 

S mbols, a wand, a magic arclc and in 
le meantime he carcfmlj prepared tlic girl 
for the double part she ii’as to pla), nhich 
she soon came to understand, and to agree to 
wthout reluctance Tlie night of the full moon 
ssas chosen for both the conjurauon and the 
consummaUon of lose, and tlic necromancer 
descended majcstieall) into the courtyard, laid 
his arclc, ^Tatcd round it tlircc limes, and pro- 
nounemg fearsome, meaningless words, jumped 
intoiL uut then a tcmfic thunderstorm swept 
oscr the country , lighming flared all around 
the couitjaud, seeming to fl> over Casanova, 
and to strike into the ground about him 
Fear began to seize upon him , he grew 
ternlied, and wanted to bolt back into his 
room, but the idea came overwhelmingly 
over him that the reason why the lightning 
could not touch him was because he was in 
his arclc ‘ Thus,’ he was to say, ‘ I adored 
my own handiwork I ’ Funk kept him in the 
storm, m the torrential downpour , his rational 
system of philosophy cnimbW away, and he 
cowered before an avenging God about to blast 
him for his wickedness He repented, but find 
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ing himself paralysed by fear, judged his re- 
pentance useless. However, the storm passed, 
but Casanova’s state of mind was not so 
fleetmg The sight of the expectant virgin 
filled him with terror , even the next mommg 
a curious state of inhibition persuaded him 
that the girl’s innocence was protected by 
God , and givmg plausible reasons for his 
failure to extract the buned treasure, he rode 
away sadly to Gesena, hastened by a wisp of 
fear that the Inquisition might be after him 
But his depression did not last long. For, 
by blustering, he almost immediately saved 
from trouble a Hungarian captam, who, though 
he could speak only Latm, German, and Czech, 
was traveUmg with a yoimg officer who could 
speak nothing but French Suspicion, immedi- 
ately confirmed by a charming head peepmg 
out from the bedclothes, told Casanova that 
the French officer must be a young woman. 
Her cavaher was elderly, they spoke no 
language in common, and she was adorable ; 
there was only one thmg for a man of honour 
to do, and Casanova chd it There was no 
difficulty. The Hungarian was a man of sense, 
and moreover had not the means to entertam 
the lady properly, and the latter was agreeable 
to the exchange Casanova earned her off to 
Parma m a sumptuous coach he bought for 
the occasion 
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Followed three whole months of unallojed 
bliss, for Hennette, sublimcl) Iieautiful, ndded 
the ieen edge of a fine edueation to the cliarm 
of perfect manners Her stors was a little 
\-aguc Somcliow she had embroiled herself 
with her Pro\cn^ lamilj, and was being 
conducted to a consent m Rome b> her 
father in law (though wh> in male costume is 
not explained^ s\ hen she escaped SIic dreaded 
lest the fcsusatics then agitating Parma ossaiig 
to the armad of its new lord (tlianks to the 
War of Austnan Succession), the Infant Philip, 
should bring to the Court some sasitor who 
wnuld recognise her She preferred seclusion, 
Casanosai’f companj was enough for her, and 
they never went out except in a carnage. 
Once indeed tlicy did risk discos cr) b> going 
to an entertainment gis cn b> a medallist w horn 
Casanova patronised, an esemng dunng whicli 
Casanova ss-as melted to tears b> discos enng 
in Hennette a skill m ’cc!lo-pla>ang tliat 
amounted to genius, but no harm came of it 
But at last, (alcfull), Hennette s dolorous prog- 
nosocaUon came true she ssas rcco;piiscd, 
ncgotiauons sscrc entered into with her famils, 
and she ss-as forced to agree to go back to it 
\Vhy, oh why, had he not taken her to England? 
Casanova mourned Thej- ss-ould liasc been 
safe there Yet after all, perhaps it ss-as just 
as ss ell he ss-as at tlic end of his financial 
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tether, and made no scruple of accepting the 
rolls of gold coins she pressed into his hand 
when they parted at Geneva. It was a terrible 
parting, all the more so as she had, unbeknown 
to him, scratched on the -window of tlieir room 
in the Hotel des Balances with a diamond he 
had given her, ‘ Henriette also you will forget ’ 
Ah ’ never ! never ! And indeed till the end 
of his days tlie thought of their love brought 
balm to his spirit 

He returned to Parma, ill from grief, and 
took to his bed, refusing food. But for the 
urgings of a certain De la Haye, whom he 
had employed to teach Henriette Italian, he 
would have died of starvation ; however, in a 
few days he was so far recovered as to have a 
quarrel, and to seek relief m the arms of a 
casual lady. And then sickness of the soul was 
replaced by sickness of the body, irith cunous 
results. For the mercury which he took as 
part of his cure made cavities in his brain 
(die analysis is Casanova’s), into which entered 
vigorous seeds of rehgious bigotry, bloivn diere 
by De la Haye. The ribald blasphemer be- 
came pious, prudish, a puritan abhorring the 
flesh. He -wrote to Bragadin, telling him about 
De la Haye, and a young protege of his who 
had given up his worldly prospects to become 
a Cathohe and then Bragadin, who had 
smoothed out Casanova’s difficulties "with die 
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Inquisition, told him it was safe for him to 
return to Venice. 

The Senator and hts cronies ucrc delighted 
toUi the change that had come over tlie 
5 -oung man mass every day, sermons often, 
evil company neser No ^mbhng, pa>mg 
his debts, studying when he was not engaged 
in edifymg conscrsation watli them, wii>, it 
was miraculous 1 Dc la Hajc, and his >oung 
comert of twenty five, Baron Bavois, were 
invited to In e mtli Braradm The> came, and 
Casanova was to fina once more that good 
actions lead to repentance as often as bad ones 
ForDelaHa>c turned out to be quite dilTcrent 
from the honest fellow he had seemed , he 
was a ‘ Jesmt ’ — the most opprobrious term 
in Casanova’s socabulary — for he wormed 
himself into Bragadin’s confidence, so that 
Parahs and the whole authority of the cabbala 
had to be invoked to cheek his inftucnce 
Bavois svas diftcrcnt, and by leading the gay 
life proper to his >cars, soon helped Casanova 
to fill those lamentable caviUcs in his brain, 
fill before very long he svas leading as wild a 
life as ever Once more it ivas too weld, and 
after a short penod, owing to an eager interest 
taken by the ma^trates (cnhghtencd perhaps 
by Dc la Haye) in an abduction which made 
some noise, Casanova found it tvisc to have an 
irresistible desire to see Pans Luckily he had 
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plenty of money ; he had saved Bragadm’s 
allowance, won a State lottery, and been 
lucky at the tables So on the first of June 
1750 he set off for France, arrangmg to meet 
on the way his actor friend Balletti, who 
was gomg to Paris to join his mother, the 
famous Silvia, for long the darling of the 
Parisian populace on the boards of the Itahan 
theatre 

To Pans, then, the seat of a baroque royalty, 
with Its vain but dehghtful pomp, its mis- 
tresses, Its music, and its theatre He hardly 
paused on the way, except to enjoy a gala at 
Tunn, and to enter into the mystenes of 
freemasonry at Lyons — not completely however, 
for it was not till later that he lit upon the 
inmost mystery, which is secret because it is 
incommumcable ; and the moment he got to 
Paris he was plunged into its social joys. For 
Silvia was chamung to him , and smce she 
was petted by the best society (for to her art 
she added a virtue umque in her profession), 
she was able to introduce Casanova to the 
cream of the capital By great good luck, 
one of the first whom he met was old (to dis- 
tinguish him from young) CrebiUon, the tragic 
dramatist, and Censor-Royal. The moment 
they met, Casanova cried rapturously that he 
had wanted to know him for eight years, and 
followed up the comphment by declaiming to 
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him hi5 translation into Italian blank vcne of 
a tirade from one of tlic Censor’s tragedies 
CrcbiUon, irresistibl) cliarmcd, rcatrf his 
own \ersion of the passage, and pointed out 
the places nherc the translation bettered the 
original Tlie old man paid great attention 
to Casanota’s talk dunng dinner, and then 
told him that he had alf the comersaUonal 
talents except tliat of being able to speak 
Frencli correctly he was too inclined to dress 
Italian idiom in Frencli words Casanova 
agreed , he said that one of his objects in 
coming to Pans had been to Icam French 
well, but csen if he could find a master ctjual 
to the strain of so ‘ unbearable, quesUonmg, 
cunous, importunate, insatiable a pupil,’ he 
would nc\cr be able to pay him I base 
been looking for such a pupil for fifty years,’ 
CWbillon assured him, and offered to be his 
teacher So for months Casanova went to 
learn French at Cnfbillon’s lodgings, where 
the colossal old man — ^hc was much taller 
even than his pupQ — would sit with his 
leomnc face blumxi by the fumes of his 
incessant smoking, and surrounded by a 
menagerie of ammals, which included more 
than twenty cats Casanova even took him 
his verses ‘ These, Crdbillon would say, 
‘ are good , they arc correct, the idea is 
bcauUM and highly poehc, the language is 
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perfect ; but all the same the poem is bad.’ 

‘ But how ? ’ Casanova would ask ‘ I can’t 
say. It lacks the je ne sais quoi ’ And to make 
his criticism plain, he told Casanova to 
imagine a man who seems to have every 
charm, but of whom a woman will yet say, 

‘ I can find no fault in him, but somehow I 
do not like him.’ Thus Casanova soon came 
to speak well, for he knew that society will 
pass over a man’s vices, but will be merciless 
if he IS ridiculous ; and although this pre- 
vented him from making tliose amusing errors 
which by tlieir happy indecency brought him 
a certain notoriety, he was very grateful. 
But Crebillon did more, and it was through 
him that Casanova came to know the famous 
hterary figures of his time (for it was as a man 
of letters that he took his place), such as 
d’Alembert, with whom he felt much sympathy, 
the Marquise de Tencm, his reputed mother, 
whose works are now forgotten, the Abbe 
Guasco, the histonan and fiiend of Montes- 
quieu, and, after some months, the great 
Fontenelle, then over mnety years old How 
raw Casanova still was may be judged fi:om 
his telhng Fontenelle that he had come fi'om 
Italy solely to see him. ‘ Admit, sir, that you 
have taken your time about it,’ Fontenelle 
answered anuably, pnckmg the empty com- 
phment and at the same tame admmistenng 
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a reproof in a iraj whicli could not but 
please his \Tsitor 

The Casanos’a of tlicsc ) cars at Pans departs, 
m his outward life, Cir less from the atcraec 
jtiung man eager to enjoj himself than the 
Casanot'a of any other period there arc no 
extravagant pranks He did not, ccrtainl), 
omit to pay tributes to Venus, and once he 
tvas haled before the police on a charge of 
scducuon, from ahicli he emerged scatheless 
since he aas able to turn the charge back 
upon his accasen, mother and daughter 
There IS the odd episode of tlic young Murphy, 
whose bared beauty he admired so grcatl) 
that he had her painted b\ no less a person. 
It wajuld seem, than Boucher, hut whom he 
spared, thinking indeed that she set loo high 
a \ailuc upon a bauble. The picture wais seen 
by the King, who, anxious to dcadc whether 
the portrait flattered the onginal, had her 
brought to Versailles — where she stayed The 
Casanova that emerges, however, is the eager 
student of literature, of life, and of manners 
He was fascinated by all that he saw and 
heard, yet all the while his mind was cnticaii) 
alert. He tvas astonished at the trick the 
French had of putting their waitings into 
blank verse of twelve syllables before turning 
them mto prose , he argued decisively as to 
whether m songs the words or the music 
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should be written first ; he was a judicious 
haunter of the stage, an enthusiastic critic of 
dancing. He never lost an opportunity of 
meeting the distinguished and recording their 
conversation Thus when the Abbe Voisenon 
told him that the Eting was coming to attend 
a Parlement to hold a bed of justice, he asked, 
‘ Why bed ? ’ ‘I really don’t know — ^unless 
It is that justice sleeps there ’ He was extremely 
curious about the French character, and 
though he admired it wholeheartedly was 
ahve to its ridiculous side , as, for instance, 
their excessive foUowmg of fashion, or their 
complacency m behevmg that the sundial 
at the Palais Royal cast the sun’s shadow more 
correctly than any other. He was full of 
pohtical observations, and his acumen told 
him that should royalty ever summon an 
Assembly, its days were numbered In senti- 
ment he was reactionary, yet at times he was 
oddly democratic, an attitude which peeps 
out m his description of the Queen’s luncheon, 
where she sat alone at table surrounded by 
exalted courtiers. 

^ Liking a dish she had been given, she had some 
more of it, and then ran her eyes around the circle 
m front of her, no doubt to see if among her observers 
there was not one to whom she should acknowledge 
her pleasure m food. 

She found him, and said, “Monsieur de Lowendal ” 
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At that name I lavk a lup^b man come forward 
bo\Mng, who «ud 

*' Madame.’* 

“ I think that ragout must be a chicken fncassdc.” 

‘ I thmk so too, Madame.® 

After Uiu ans\\*cr, given in the most senous tone, 
the Queen v\*cnt on caung, and die Marshal returned 
backi>’ards to his place. 1 was charmed to have 
seen the famous vsninor before whom Bcrg*op-Zoom 
had been unable to stand , but it pained me to see 
so great a man ha\‘c to answxr a question about a 
chicken fricassrfe m the same tone of vnicc that a 
man pronounces a sentence of death * 

How active his mind was, liowcvcr, is to be 
judged from the long nudmght conversation 
that he had with La Vdsian, a lovely young 
Italian who, with her brother, had come to 
establish hcriclfin France Gabova, touched 
by her beaut) , did everything m bis power to 
set her in the nght way to become the mistress 
of some nch sagneur The talk ran upon 
the nature of happiness, upon what real 
pleasure consists m, upon the foundations of 
moral prejudice, upon the success of philoso- 
phers m attaining the happmess they preach , 
and if Casanova’s philosophy was based upon 
Gassendi (as Mohcrc s was) rather than upon 
austcrer philosophers, it was none the less 
reasoned for that. Nor, during his stay, did 
he let his magic rust for want of practice, 
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and if his greatest feat was to cure the Duchess 
of Chartres of acne (Paralis knew sornctliing 
about unguents and diet), he gained a vast 
reputation, and a tangililc reward, by re- 
vealing that a certain unknown lady’s illness 
was feigned from a desire to dccciv'c licr 
husband. Tlic Duchess, who had asked the 
question with a very definite lady in mind, 
to Casanova’s alarm betted heavily that she 
had not got the cancer she advertised, and 
found herself tiiumphantly right. 

But tliough Casanova was enjoying himself 
hugely, he could not stay in Paris for ever ; 
funds arc not inexhaustible ; and in August 
1 752 ^ he decided to accompany to Dresden 
his eldest brother, whom he had brought to 
Pans to study painting, but irliosc efforts had 
been greeted as schoolboy daubs. He must 
study more elsewhere before assaulting the 
Academy. So they w^nt off togctlier to join 
their mother at Dresden, where Casanova 
WTOtc a slat, w^hich w'as acted, on a play of 
Racine’s, and received a present from the 
Kmg of Saxony. From Dresden he went on 
to Plague, and from Prague to Vienna, the 
beauty of w^hich w^as ruined by the activities 
of the ‘ Commissioners of Chastity,’ horrid 

1 So he says , but tlicre is reason to bchc\ c that he stayed 
a good deal longer, and also a strong suspicion that he paid 
a visit to London, about which he is silent 
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loll joys established by Mana Theresa, «hom, 
ho« es’cr, he managed to ehcat He met many 
old fnends, meluding De la Hayc, «liom he 
happened upon m the public library, and 
made nets ones, most important of all the 
great poet librettist Mctastasio, wtli whom 
he made a lasting friendship, infimtely admir 
mg not only the quality of his mcxhausUblc 
iTOrks, but also the vast labour expended on 
them Then be uent home to Venice, mIictc 
one of the first people he met was Thdrise 
Iracr, non PompeaU, on nhose account he 
had been flung out of Mahpiero’s house many 
years before She rcccitcd him in bed, accord 
mg to the innocent custom of the day , her 
son who was tnth her had die tact to lease the 
room, and Casanova spent four houn nath her, 
the last of which, he declared, was dchaous 
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IV 

CONVENT AND PRISON 
(1753-^756) 

Casanova’s discreet self-exile had not altered 
his character a jot He was essentially the 
same man as before, only more assured, more 
experienced, and so more boldly determined 
to squeeze the utmost out of life’s pleasures 
His was not the type that gets satisfaction out 
of responsibihty, from constructive work, from 
developing itself in any particular duection 
He was learned, yet did nothing with his 
leanung except shine m conversation ; he had 
limitless energy, but could only dissipate, not 
duect It ; he was blessed with more than 
common mtelligence, but did not care to 
concentrate it — enough for him that it should 
prick the fat complacent bubbles of current 
rehgion and morahty. All these are traits 
bom of his gemus for hvmg in the present 
The pohce soon became interested m this 
taU figure, with the flashmg, almost mad eyes 
set m the ohve countenance, and had little 
good to say of him for the next two "years. 
They were aghast at his havmg imposed 
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himsdf upon, and Inlf ruined, the excellent 
Senator Brajjadm, whom lie Ind made belies c 
in the imminent appcarincc of an Angel of 
Light ’ , lie Ined, they noted, at other people’s 
expense, cliiefly by clcsTr imposture , be misled 
patnetan youths by making them gamble, 
blTsphcmc, and lead notous lues , he had a 
fooung in esery kind of soacty, from Venetian 
grandees and foreign ambassadors to tlic spume 
of the stessT , he professed, they said, to Ine 
according to Epicurus, and ssas ssath it all a 
furious hbcrunc , he ssTOtc saurex and athc 
isucal poems , he ssas a magician and a free 
mason In short, *^ou can tell by talking to 
tlie said Casanota that he cames unbelief, 
shamelessness, and debauclicry to such a point 
as to arouse liorror’ — and the Venetian spies 
Mere not squeamish TIic only tiling m his 
las our was tliat he seemed incapable of clicat 
mg at cards, tliougli, had they knouu, it was 
at this period that he consented to pool re 
sources Math a certain Croce to run a faro 
table, at which, it is true, Casanova acted 
merely as croupier, but was aware tliat Croce 
‘ corrected ’ the lucL It was highly successful , 
but then, as the police said, all nis strokes were 
on the large scale. He was himself on the 
large scale , meanness and pettiness arc tlic 
last dungs one assoaates vvidi him , his 
generosity, mdeed, was fabulous 
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It seems a gnmy world, harsh, hurtling, 
indifferent to the values by which society 
exists ; but Casanova hved in it sustained by 
a kind of lyricism which picked the flower and 
ignored the midden from which it sprang, a 
lyricism which became vocal as he descnbed 
his love-affairs, with a wealth of detail, a 
caressmg touch, which might be offensive were 
he not so umquely free from a sense of guilt • 
there is no trace of a leer m his writmg. An 
affair to him was like hving an amorous 
passage in Anosto * it was a poem — of the 
fleshly school, no doubt, but the flesh seems 
to have no tamt of corruption in it. Thus it 
is that G C , m spite of the favours she granted 
him, shmes from his pages with all the fresh 
brightness, the gay laughter, tlie graceful 
gambolhng beauty of the fifteen summers that 
were hers 

C C , whom history has decided to be 
Catherine Campana, came mto Casanova’s 
life through her brother, as obvious a scoundrel 
as ever flaunted, and who, hoping to profit by 
Casanova, to all mtents thrust his young sister 
mto his arms For a tune, checked by admira- 
tion and respect, Casanova was all honour, 
objectmg angrily to the brother’s indehcate 
goadings But she was irresistible, he loved 
her, she returned his passion, and would hear 
notiung of his bemg too old for her. Still 
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Casanova hesitated, but the memory of Luac 
ofPascano came to his mmd if not he, Uien 
another! Besides, this time lie meant mamage, 
and if m their ardour, m the spnngtimc of 
thar lives and of the year, at Carnival Ume, 
whieli ssith the brothers conmvance offered so 
many gracious opportunities m island gardens, 
they forestalled die ceremony, sull Casanova 
uas set upon mamage. At least, he persuaded 
Bragadm to promise to settle him m life, and 
to make a formal offer for the girl s hand 
But her father was obdurate , Catherine was 
to go to a com ent until she ues eighteen then 
the) would see Is It possible tliat Casanova 
gambled on tins refusal? ‘ I have often loved 
women to madness,’ he rcmarled in anotlicr 
place, ‘ but I have always preferred my liberty ’ 
So C C departed to a convent at Murano, 
but she found means to correspond witli her 
‘ husband,’ whde he took to going to mass at 
the church where tlic nuns w ent, where, though 
he could not sec her, she could look at him 
But if she could sec him, so could tlie nuns, 
and he attracted the attention ofa certain M M 
(most probably Mane Madclmc Pasim, after 
svards Abbess of tlie convent), who skilfully 
arranged for him to meet her at the convent 
grating He was exalted with amazement at 
her b^uty , she was the most lovely person 
he had ever seen, and cultured, and witty 
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He found also that she was rich, so could 
bnbe , she had a lover who too was rich, 
and therefore also able to bnbe , and as a 
result the peccant nun had the servants and 
the gardener in her confidence, and possession 
of the key of a small door that gave on to the 
water. The lover, moreover, had a casino not 
far away, casino bemg the name given to the 
little arbours of love or private gambhng 
paradises, rented by seekers of pleasure The 
lover also had perfectly safe gondohers, dis- 
creet servants and cooks, besides an admirable 
collection of aphrodisiac engravings ; all of 
which, not bemg jealous, he allowed M M to 
use as she wished Thus Casanova and M M 
had no difficulty in meetmg But had Casa- 
nova no casino ^ she asked He had ; at least 
he obtained one with all speed, m Venice, and 
the Turk was not more sensual in his pleasures 
tlian the man who had designed it, the bed- 
room being completely hned with mirrors, 
floor and ceihng as well as walls Sometimes 
M M/ would come to Vemce disgmsed as a 
man, and then Casanova would take her to 
the opera, or to noble gambhng establishments. 
And soon he met M M ’s other lover, who 
turned out to be M de Berms, French ambas- 
sador, a man of a most amiable disposition 
with a knack at verse-making, who whenever 
he went away left Casanova the key of his 
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canno md the ordenng of his sen-ants Tlicn 
one day that Casanova went to a rendezvous 
tvith M M at thetr bower, the person who 
greeted him as lie came in was not M M , but 
C C ! She was, it appeared, inumate, very 
intmate, with M M , and knesi all about her 
latest intnrac In a few days he was meeting 
both the Tadics together , but then M de 
Berms stuped m, and declared himself m love 
wth C C. Casanova could not object, and 
rendered up the girl whom he sull looked upon 
as his ‘ wife.’ 

At last, however. Berms went away on a 
diplomatic mission he gave Casanova the 
use of his fosimi, but Ins boatmen were no 
lonra available. So Casanova used himself to 
fetch M. M. , but this gave nsc to some terrible 
alarms. Once a storm broke out, and he was 
only just able to make headway against it, and 
tvith help. Itself dangerous, reach the door of 
the convent m time , once some one stole 
their boat, and ruslung about in agony, he 
tvas only by the greatest luck able to get 
another so as to make his mistress safe. And 
then Berms left fmaUy for Pans, giving up his 
casvw, so that mtercouisc became impossible 
Casanova, however, took rooms near by, pro- 
vided by the sympathetic convent laundress , 
and since the laundress had a daughter who 
looked after him, he consoled himself, merely 
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seeing M M at the grating. Gradually, how- 
ever, Casanova went to Murano less and less ; 
and when C G. told him that her father had 
found a husband for her, but that she would 
run away with him if he wished, he answered 
that he had no position, and advised her to 
marry the stranger. There were tears ; botli 
M. M and C C felt that life was over for 
them ; but Casanova’s heart soon healed, and 
he was away on another intrigue. 

Not that his hfe was all love His boundless 
vitality carried him mto every society, and he 
was a well-known figure, too well-known 
Leader of a clique of young men who respected 
nothmg, saymg whatever came into his head, 
full of lumself, giddy, pleasure-loving, hating 
prudence, jeering at everythmg that seemed to 
him stupid, whether sacred or profane, calling 
all which raised civdised man above the savages 
by the dammng name of ‘ prejudice,’ havmg 
the word ' honour ’ ever on his Hps through 
pnde rather than through respect of principles, 
he was ready to break all laws which interfered 
with his pleasure or his spite He never faded 
any one, he said , he did not disturb the peace 
of social circles, he had nothmg to do with 
pohtLCs or the quarrels of others Thus judging 
himself he could find nothmg amiss , if he was 
a hbertme, that was his own affair , and he 
lived by the curious theory that nothmg was 
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uTOng SO long is one did not deceive one’s 
self as to one’s motives Certainly a liypocntc 
was the last thing that he 
But unfortunately he took sides in literary 
lactions Tlicrc was a certain Abb6 Chian 
nval of Goldoni) who wrote plays which 
Casanova ndiculcd in a number of satires, to 
such ciTcct that the dieatrc began to empty, 
to the indication of Signor Condulmcr, who 
was financially interested, and who, having 
just entered upon a penod of olfice as In 

? ui5itor, was an ill man to offend The 
nquisioon had long had its eye upon 
Casanova, the dilficuTly had been to catch 
him on any indictable cliargc but now, egged 
on by Condulmcr, one of the spies, Manucci, 
hghted upon the ma^c books m Casanovas 
possession — books which he is quick to say 
he did not believe m, but which it amused 
him to turn over The matter was made 
easier for them smcc at that time Casanova 
was living m a suburb, the heat of a Venetian 
summer being too much for him, he explained 
to Bragadm, though his concern really was 
to cure a beautiful girl of the virginal anaania 
which made her as pale as a statue, a good 
deed m which he was eminently successful 
Retummg to his lodging on the mommg of 
July asth, 1755, he found that his quarters nad 
bcCT raided by Messer Grande, tlic chief of the 
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archcrsj on the pretext of finding contraband 
salt. Casanova, ivJio dined with Bragadin 
every evening, told liis protector, and the old 
Senator, who doted upon Casanova like a son, 
was dreadfully alarmed ‘ Make no mistake,’ 
he begged ; ‘ they don’t break into houses to 
find salt : it is you they’re after. I have been 
an Inquisitor, and I know.’ But Casanova 
pooh-poohed the matter ; he refused to fly, 
as Bragadin earnesdy implored him to do ; 
he would not even shelter in his palace for a 
few days He was conscious of no guilt ; 
what was worrying him much more was his 
debts So he went home, and the next morn- 
ing was awakened by Messer Grande, who, with 
an escort of foity archers, dragged him off 
to the pnson known as ‘ the Leads ’ 

Casanova declared he never knew what he 
was charged -with , he was never tned, though 
the records show that evidence was taken 
agamst him It was stated that he had be- 
witched Bragadin, tliat he had m his posses- 
sion a curious article which resembled the 
aprons worn by the so-called freemasons in 
their so-called lodges, that he was a corrupter of 
youth, and that seeing he consorted with botli 
patricians and foreign ministers, he probably 
gave away State secrets Then, on tlie ground 
that he was a notorious enemy to rehgion, he 
was condemned to five years’ impnsonment. 
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He ivas not informed of the sentence, and 
for some Dme daily expected to be released 
from the noisome hole under the leads in 
which he lay m half darkness, roasted by the 
heat, exconated by the fleas He was a man 
of action, and he had nothmg to do He svas a 
man of mtellcct, and there wais nothmg to 
read , there ivas no one to talk to ^le 
authonbes sent him books, not at all to his 
taste , but even so, though there was hardly 
light eni^h, he waded through them, even 
thiough TTw Afyslte CUy of the ecstatic tlieolcpt, 
Sister Agreda , but her outpourings seemed 
to him such monstrously silly lucubrations, 
that far from makmg him more rchgious, they 
turned him still further from the faith, though 
not before he had himself been infected for a 
while by visionary exaltation, an experience 
which taught him that strength of mmd ivas 
only relative, and that the judgment is afiected 
by what it has to feed on Mental and bodily 
fever produced by such readmg, by a natural 
despair, and baa food, laid him low Life 
haidly seemed ivorth hvmg But a doctor 
cured him, as much by suostitutmg Boetius 
for Sister Agreda as by physical remedies , and 
gradually as he recovered his health he re 
gamed his spmts, and, like the man of metUe 
that he was, began to think of escape. 

Luck helped him. Bemg after a while 

75 



CASANOVA 


allowed to take limited exercise in the attic 
next his cell, he foimd, among a pile of rubbish, 
not only a bolt about eighteen inches long, 
but also a small slab of marble which he found 
would serve as a grmdstone. Working desper- 
ately for a fortmght, he succeeded m maimg 
a small octagonal pike of the bolt, and having 
achieved this, he decided to cut a hole m the 
planks under his bed But then, they swept 
under the bed. He therefore told the guards 
that the dust affected his lungs, and when they 
persisted in sweeping, he cut his finger, and 
producmg a blood-stained handkerchief, swore 
that the blood had come from his lungs, a 
diagnosis confirmed by the doctor, who for- 
bade the sweepmg to continue. So far good 
But it grew very cold, in spite of the warm 
things Bragadm sent him , the hght, even 
with the lamp he managed to make, was very 
inadequate , he was contmually delayed by 
other prisoners being put m his cell, and it 
was not till May that he got to work When 
would he finish ? A priest who came to 
confess him told him that he would be freed 
on his samt’s day , but which was his saint’s 
day ^ He tried St John of Gompostella ; 
but the day passed : he then pinned his faith 
upon St Mark, patron of all Venetians, but 
his day also passed Other saints were fixed 
upon, but all with the same negative result. 
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Cicarlv lie Inil not liil tipon the nglit saint , 
It sTOuId l>e litttrr to inist to Ins o«n in 
[;cntiit> 

Wth infinite nitirnce lie f;oiit;c<l out -x 
arcubr hole m llir plints, pclliiif; nd of ilic 
cliijw m tlic itur, liut then lie fiiiind liimicir 
faced li\ shin uf matlile concrete nimkinp 
ofllannilnl rrooinp ilic Alps, lie proreedrrl 
to soften tins mth snncjjar, and succeeded in 
makmi; a larf;c cnouRli aperture l>olh tlirouRh 
tlic concrete and another lajer of planlj 
ss'orhinf; funoudj, in a constant state of semi 
conscious prajer, ssscllinq to feraent iIianLs to 
God as he ran the end of Ins lalmura approach 
Tlicn, most inopportnncl), aiiothcr companion 
seas introduced, to sshom pndc forced Inm to 
meal Ins plan, for lion else could he explain 
his not mindinR the fihli and the llcas under 
his bed’ In due course the ncsscomcr sscnl 
assais, keeping the secret, and Casanosai dc 
nded to make a liolt (or it on the night of 
August 27th Hut on the 35th his gaoler 
appeared bursting ssath good ncsss Casanm-a 
ms to be transferred to a lieltcr cell, 111 sshicli 
he could ss-alk about, and nliicli luad ino 
ssandons ssath sacsss oscr Venice to the Lido I 
The bloss ss-as terrific, and there ssas no 
protesung He staggered sadly to Im ncis 
abode— keeping his eyes open all the while — 
die only tliouglit buoying him up licing Uiat 
77 



CASANOVA 


his chair was transferred with him, and hidden 
m the chair was the ever-blessed pike 

Casanova did not admit defeat for a moment, 
and at once regamed confidence when he found 
that he had silenced the gaoler, who came m 
ravmg when he discovered the hole in the 
floor ‘ Where did you get the hatchet ? 
Where is the hatchet? I shall report this, 
and you will be terribly punished/ ‘ If you 
report me,’ Casanova answered, ‘ I shall swear 
that every implement I had came through 
you ’ Thus effectively blackmailed, the gaoler 
soon softened, and, rather than buy books with 
the surplus of Casanova’s food allowance, which 
he regarded as his perquisite, he put him in 
touch with the prisoners next door, who had 
a good library, not of novels, Casanova was 
relieved to find, but of scientific and philosophic 
works In exchangmg books the neighbours 
soon got mto correspondence, and Casanova, 
transferring his pike by a subhme tnck to the 
monk Balbi who languished next door, arranged 
the prehrmnanes of escape Balbi was to cut 
through his ceilmg, covenng the hole with pious 
pictures, pierce dirough the party wall, and 
descend through Casanova’s ceiling on the 
mght decided on for escape The scheme pro- 
gressed smoothly ; but what mght was Casa- 
nova to choose ? He decided to interrogate 
Fate through the medium of Anosto. Erectmg 
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cabbaluQc pyranuds upside dosvn, he was 
directed to the fint line of the seventh stanza 
of the ninth canto of Orlando Funoso There 
he read 

Tra U fin d Oltobre c il capo dl Novembre 

‘Between the end of October and the begin- 
ning of November!' Nothmg could be clearer 
Besides, November ist was All Saints’ , and if 
Casanova had a patron saint, he was bound to 
be commemorated on that day Affairs were 
compheated by Casanova once more bnng 
given a companion, a rascally, treacherous spy, 
whom, however, he temficd by superstitious 
fears mto joining in the venture, and all was 
ready by October 31st 

At the concerted moment Balbi appeared 
through the ceihng, and Casanova, tvith a 
pact of clothes and a bundle of ropes made 
irom his sheets, clambered into the next cell 
There, however, his compamon said he would 
TO no further, as did Bmbi’s cojinsoner , so 
Casanova mvestigated the roof alone, and 
found he could miikc a hole m it. Unluctily 
there was a young moon, which made enough 
shadow to attract the attention of the croivd 
m the square of St. Mark s beloiv, and they 
had to wait till it set. At last, at nudmght, 
precisely at the only moment between the two 
months, while the clock was still striking, 
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Casanova hoisted himself on to the roof beside 
his fellow fugitive The latter at this stage 
did nothing but upbraid him for not having 
a cut-and-dned plan, as he had said he had , 
but Casanova took no notice, and using the 
pike managed to turn the edges of the lead 
slats on the roof enough for them to chng to 
with their fingers, and draw themselves up on 
the ndge Then what ^ Grawhng along, Casa- 
nova mvestigated the gable windows, which 
were above the chancellery They would have 
to chmb through them He let Balbi down 
inside by the ropes, but found the drop was 
too great for himself He explored agam, and 
with great good luck found a ladder, which, 
by herculean efforts, he got to the window ; 
but in trymg to force it in he shpped, slid to 
the edge of the roof, and only prevented him- 
self fi-om plungmg fatally over the cormce by 
chngmg with his elbows He levered himself 
up, and then for a few moments was paralysed 
by cramp At last he got the ladder m, 
and rejoinmg Balbi, collapsed into coma for 
two hours Then Balbi, dithering with funk, 
awakened him They mvestigated the loft, 
found an open door and a staircase, then 
another staircase, which took them into the 
chancellery, where they were held up by a 
locked door The pike again came m useful, 
and they managed to bash in an upper panel, 
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through ^^lllch Cisanova tlimst Balbi, and 
then himself wnggled through, tearing his 
flesh merciless!) on the jagged edges They 
found themselves in another room, where 
Casanova clianged his clotlies and bandaged 
his knees It wes now light, and, looking out 
of tlie wandow, he was seen by some people, 
who, astonished at any one being there, told 
die doorkeeper, who proceeded to come up 
to tlicm ‘ Don’t utter a word,’ Casanova told 
lialbi , ‘ when the door is opened, just walk 
out quietly wath me ’ The doorkeeper was so 
dumbfounded at seeing two men come calmly 
out, that he neither said nor did anything 
The fugitives strolled to die canal bank, where 
Casanova, talking loud to attract attention, 
enraged two gondoliers to row them to Fusina 
Where the canal divides he asked, ' How 
quickly can you get us to Mestre ’ ’ To 
Mestre ’ ’ tlic gondoliers exclaimed , ‘ you 
said Fusma ’ ‘ No, no I Mestre I ’ But tlie 
stupid Balbi supported the gondoliers, and 
Casanova, foieing a laugh, said he must have 
made a silly mistake , he meant Mestre. He 
was almost free, and burst into tears, to the 
amazement of the insensitive monk. They 
landed, and got clear of tlie immediate neigh 
bourhood, but not before Balbi’s idiotcy had 
provided some moments too thnlbng to be 
pleasant Casanova saw he must part from 
F 8i 



CASANOVA 


Balbi, which he did only by dire threats, and 
began to make his way on foot to the jfrontier. 
But he was exhausted ; his wounds were 
troubhng him ; he must rest Askmg a 
peasant whose were the houses he saw round 
about, he was told that one of them was the 
home of the chief of the archers, the very 
man whom Casanova must most dihgently 
avoid But somethmg impelled him to that 
house, a fascination he could not resist , he 
walked towards it m a daze There, mvent- 
mg some cock-and-bull story, he was taken in, 
tended, fed, cured of his wounds by a country 
balm When m after years he was accused of 
inventing the tale, he said, ‘ Why, the archer’s 
house was the safest place It was the last 
spot he would think of looking for me in 
He was twenty miles away chasmg me ’ What- 
ever had caused Casanova to go there, the 
move was tnumphandy successful Nourished 
and recovered, he shpped out of the house the 
next mommg, and after travelhng another two 
and a half days, with sundry adventures, he 
crossed the frontier, and was safe ^ 

^ There are some Casanovist scholars who deny the trutli 
of all this story tliey say Casanova escaped by means of 
Bragadm’s bribery ' I cannot stay to bandy words with 
infidels The existence of the bills for repairing the holes 
Casanova had made should convmce them 



V 

THE GREj\T 0D\SSE\ BEGINS 
(175C-17G0) 

When tJic Ballctlu received him in Piru wiUi 
open arms, they told him dies had expected 
him ever since tlicj had heard of his escape 
^\^lerc else should one come to male one 5 vra> 
in the world ’ For if the whole of eighlccntli 
century Europe vvas individualistic enough, no 
town, as Casanova realised, oircrcd such oppor 
tunnies for advancement if you took it in tlit 
right vvay ’ ThercTorc not now for him the 
undirected life, or ratlicr the life directed 
wholly towards pleasure he had led on his 
last visit tins time he would settle in respect 
able rooms of Ins own, select his acquaintance 
witli an eye to business, ind become — well. 
Fate w ould show He called immediately upon 
M dc Bcmis, vilio, a favourite of Madame de 
Pompadour, was secretary to the ministry of 
foreign alTain, and vvas soon himself to become 
minister Berms received him generously (witli 
a roll of gold), earned him to the Pompadour, 
sent him to the great Choiscul, introduced him 
to the subtle diplomat the Abbd dc la Villc, 
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and most important of all, recommended him 
to one of the chief treasury officials, M 
Duverney, as a brilliant financier 
A financier ^ Casanova had never thought 
of himself as such, but after all, why not ? 
If Berms said tliat Casanova had a scheme for 
increasing the revenue, well, then, he had one 
Duverney invited him to dmner to meet the 
most exalted economists, for Casanova had 
told him he had a project ‘ I know what 
It IS,’ Duverney said ‘ I am sure you do not,’ 
Casanova answered, ‘ for I haven’t breathed 
a word about it to any one ’ Indeed he had 
not, even to himself The dinner was ex- 
tremely boring, for Casanova could not under- 
stand the techmcal jargon talked ; he hoped 
that his silence would give an impression of 
sapience But after the meal Duverney took 
him aside, and showmg him some papers said, 

' There’s your project ! ’ Casanova saw at a 
glance that it was some form of lottery, and 
rephed, ‘ Well, yes , but not altogether ’ 

Soon, then, Casanova was associated with the 
brothers Calsabigi, who, though mternational 
financiers, were not always m the most 
honourable repute One of them never 
appeared m public, for he was afflicted with a 
kind of ‘ leprosy ’ which msistently demanded 
unmannerly scratchmg He believed m God 
and His works, he said, and bemg convinced 
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that God had Ri\cn him nails as Ins onlj 
relief, he \souId use them I see )OU bclicsc 
in final causes,’ Casanma told him, and I 
conijratulatc jou , but 1 llnnk saiu would all 
the same scralcli c\en if God had forgotten 
to give >a)u nails ’ Tlic sails put Calsabigi m 
a good humour , Casanos-a's boldness his 
financial danng, and an unexpected knowledge 
of the mathematical laws of probabilitj, did 
the rest Tlic scheme, with Ins modifications, 
ssas passed by experts, including d Alembert , 
Casanosa ssas granted a s-aluable concession 
which gate him more than an honourable 
income , and bang tlic only one of many 
owners of uckct-olTiccs to have the entnSe into 
society, and liasang the wat to promise payment 
the day after die draw instead of a week later 
he scored hcasaly over his colleagues 
Here, then, was a new career opening up 
before him, one which would lead to wcaltli 
and honour But alas, he noted regretfully, 
one csscnbal was lacking — constancy of pur 
pose. For the moment, however, he was fitfully 
employed, first as n government spy on some 
French men of war, m which he dined, 
and observanp shrewdly, drawang out his 
hosts, and waating an admirable report, was 
well paid A farcical busmess, he Uiought , 
an^ one of die junior ofTiccrs would have 
waatten the report for nodung , but ministers 
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have a mama for spending other people’s 
money Then he was sent to Holland, to 
discount, it seems, large amounts of French 
actions^ success dependmg upon whether foreign 
capitahsts could be mduced to beheve that the 
war would soon be over. (It is only by such 
indirect references that we are remmded that 
we are now in the period of the Seven Ye to’ 
War ) He seems to have been successful, and 
when he came back to Pans was congratulated 
by Ghoiseul, petted by the Pompadour, and 
erected into the hon of the hour 

And yet, was it really so ^ for Casanova’s 
account of his hfe at this time is so skilfully 
confused that it is impossible to unravel fact 
from bnlhant fiction Either his memory was 
convemently at fault, or he dehberately falsified 
dates, persons, and events : the narrative is 
a masterly and baffling mixture of truth, hes, 
and a clever raising of the probable to the 
rank of fact Unless he could be m two 
places at once, a feat of which even a fairy 
is incapable, some of his stones burst at the 
pnck of histoncal cnticism. This is as true of 
his social hfe as of his political escapades 
Certain reahties, however, emerge. Socially 
he hved as a nch man, with a town lodging 
and a country house, two coaches, plenty of 
horses, and a retinue of servants to tally with 
his being always overdressed. Apart from 

'■86 



THE GREAT ODYSSEY BEGINS 


ministers such as Bcmis, at uhosc Ictccs he 
M-as assiduous, he frequented diiefly such 
great ladies as were interested m sorcery, 
such as the Comtessc du Rumain and the 
unbchcvable old Marquise d’Urfd At the 
latter’s house he met the self styled Comte 
de Saint Germain, the most notonous necro- 
mancer of his age, patronised even by 
Louis XV, a more sinister because a more 
consistent charlatan tlian Casanova, whose 
butt and rival he was He went to sucli 
lengths as nc\er to cat in public, because, he 
said, the food provided was unsuitable to his 
age , and tins, since he credited himself watli 
three ccntuncs, was not unliLcly , and it was 
watli Madame d'Urfc that Casanosai visited 
Rousseau , they tool, him some music to 
copy But the mam prop of his social life was 
the Balletu household, where he fell violently 
in love witli tlic daughter Manon, whose 
accepted fiancd he was Less permanent 
erotic adventures were not lacking, especially 
the astonishing one with X. C V (actually 
Justimana Wynne, daughter of an English 
baronet), whom, after the application of a 
magic abortive known as ' aroph ’ (to apply 
which should have been the pnvilcge of a 
husband), he spinted away to a nunnery for 
her lymg-m The afliur brought Casanova 
into conflict ivith the police, from whose 
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clutches, howevei, he was saved by Madame 
du Rumain, who was party to the secret 

His life in Holland was less glorious, but, 
though steadied by high masonic ceremonies, 
none the less excitmg He says he was sent 
there officially, under the aegis of the great 
Choiseul, and worked hand and glove with 
M d’Affiry, the Freneh ambassador The 
official correspondence, however, indicates 
that though Casanova called on Aff^, Choiseul 
warned the ambassador against the adventurer; 
and It seems that Casanova’s protector was 
not the Due, but the Vicomte de Choiseul, 
an insignificant person The affair is a 
mystery, which time has not yet cleared up. 

It is certain, however, that his friendships 
among Jews and bankers were facilitated by 
Madame d’Urfe, who almost worshipped him 
as half-supernatural ; and her giving him a 
large sum of money to negotiate from one 
curreney into another led him to the home of 
a merchant of the well-known family of Hope 
or Hop M d’O, as Casanova ealls him, was 
a good busmess man, but Ins daughter Esther 
was a miracle, and thus Casanova, while yet 
remammg constant to Manon, was inevitably 
enraptured He taught her cabbalism, which 
so fasemated her that she insisted upon her 
father being instructed, only, of course, up 
to the point that Casanova thought discreet. 
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He romnneed them hj finding n lost note 
IhwI ronniiimg seseril thousand pounds 
sterling, hut since Casanosa had liimsclf 
accidental!) caused the package to slip hetween 
the stairs, Paralis was faaourahl) placed for 
dtscovcnng ulicrc it la\ Casanoa'a refused 
the tuo tliousand poiimu lie u'as imincdiatcl) 
olTcrcd, hut he u-as made free of the house, 
and gi\cn cacT) commercial opportunit) 
Ghosts of the past met him in Holland, such 
as 1 uae of Pascano m the form of a loath 
somel) decayed liaaad, into ashosc hand he 
thrust tome gold and liiimcd asa-aj Less 
ghostla was niicrbc Imer a\ho, noaa a uadou 
(her husband Pompcati had commuted liara 
kin in a fit of madness), as-as eking out a haitig 
h) singing at concerts With her asas her son, 
a handsome )outh, hut a dreadful little beast, 
brought up to homd disnmiilauon , and a 
little daughter, avho, it aans ohaaous to cacrj 
one, as-as the image of Casanoa-a When ss-as 
she bom ’ Ckasanoa-a calculated humedla 
Wli), of course, she as-as his daughter 1 He 
olTcr^ to adopt her, hut Tlicrisc asould not 
part ssitli her, though she gaac him the chance 
of educating her son, sshicli he accepted flic 
mceUng betas ecn the old losers asas affee 
tionatc, but Casanoa-a asas not to he entangled 
Instead he gaac TliiSrcsc some monej to 
finance her projected descent upon England 
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He might have stayed m Holland M. d’O 
offered to take him mto a partnership of magic- 
directed busmess Esther would become his 
wife — she professed herself more than willing, 
and Casanova certainly desired her possession 
— but it would have meant setthng down at 
Amsterdam, or at the Hague, and Casanova 
could not bear so static a prospect Also, 
he confessed, he was idiot enough to want to 
cut a dash m Pans ; besides, was he not 
engaged to Manon Balletti ? So he went 
back to Pans, takmg with him the young 
Pompeati, who was for a short time stolen 
from him by the Marquise d’Urfe, who was con- 
vmced that this was the vugin youtli, bom of 
the union of a transcendental with a mortal, 
through whom she would be regenerated 
Then, however, he was sent to school, where 
he managed to pass himself off as the Comte 
d’ Aranda He was a promising youth. 

Pans, however, was changmg for Casanova. 
Silvia Balletti died ; Berms, after becoming 
the Cardmal de Berms, was dismissed the 
ministry, and left Paris , treasury officials 
who knew not Casanova came mto power. 
He must try his hand at somethmg new. 
Thus, since there was at that time much talk 
of being able to prmt siUcs (then an unknown 
art), Casanova started a factory, to the lasting 
amusement of Madame d’Urfe, who thought 
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this Mas only a blind to cover necromantic 
proceeding The factory, however, did not 
go well For one thing, Casanovr was alw'ays 
making presents of dress lengtlis to eharming 
ladies , moreov cr, there w ere tw enty girl 
hands in the factory, all voung, all lovely 
they were boolai of whieli the tide pages were 
so mvating tliat he had to read every one of 
them, to Manon Balletti’s not unnatural fury , 
and this proved expensive. Besides, the d)cs 
pnnted on the silks simply would not stick , 
they ran at the first washmg DilTiculucs 
accumulated, and Casanova, who Ind already 
sold his lottery oflice, parted with some of liis 
interest in the business to the factory doctor, 
immcduitely after which there was a robbery, 
followed by a lawsuit, and, swiftly, an arrest 
for debt, Casanova wns flung into prison, 
from whicli he circularised all hu friends 
Some sent money, Manon brought the valuable 
diamond earrings her lover had given her, 
Madame d’Urfi laughed, and invited him to 
dinner that very day She was convinced thit 
this incarceration was only an original kind 
of advertisement But soon she brought the 
necessary money, and m four hours Casanova 
was free, shortly afterwards showing himself 
in the theatre And then, since M d’O would 
not lend him money to pursue the silk-pnnting 
busmess, but repeated ^ offer of i partner 
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ship, the adaptable Venetian thought he had 
better go back to Holland He was not 
making his way in Pans. 

Thus Casanova’s memory told him ; but 
he forgot a htde matter of an action over 
a letter of exchange which he had backed 
and could not pay ; he forgot that he had 
spent, not four hours, but two days in prison ; 
he forgot, especially, some fraudulent letters 
of exchange he and his brother Frangois 
(now beconung a famous pamter of battle- 
pictures) had palmed off, concemmg which 
legal action was imminent, makmg hasty flight 
imperative History, backed by pohce records, 
has not been so kmd as Casanova’s auto- 
biographical muse, and has remembered these 
things, besides pomtmg out that Casanova did 
not stay m Pans un^ December ist, 1759, 
but disappeared from it m September 

However, whenever it was, he set off gaily 
enough m a chaise, preceded by his valet on 
horseback ; and as he went he read Helvetius’s 
great book De Vespnt, wondermg as he read 
why It had been censored, seeing that after all 
there was nothmg m it that had not been said 
before, notably by Pascal, who had handled 
the subject much better The book refreshed 
him however, and it was no abashed or 
daunted adventurer who returned to Holland 
to bask in the srmles of Esther d’O, and to 
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call brazenly on the French ambassador^ uho, 
he says, received him most amiably Tins time 
Samt Germam wtis also there, selling, he 
hmted, the French crown jctscls , but Casa- 
nos’a, who found that tins wns a nval fir too 
near die throne, routed him by means of 
Paralis He spent most of his dme, hov%cvcr, 
mth Esdicr d'O, now madly cabbiisdc, and 
nearly succumbed to her chains For just dicn 
Manon Ballcld wrote to tell him that all was 
over bchsecn them , slie was going to marry 
some one else , and dm new-s, whether it was 
a shod, to his sanity or to his heart, sliattcrcd 
the rejected loser so completely, that for three 
feverish days he refused food , ss hereupon 
Esther supervemng as a ministenng angel, he 
gave her all Manon’s touching love letters, 
many of svhich still exist lather made sure 
of capturing this almost superhuman figure, 
and indeed Casanova ssas so scnously in love 
svith her that he did his best to disillusion her 
as to his magic possers but sdll she thought 
him the most marvellous man m the ssorld 
But no, the mercuric Casanova ssnuld not 
bmd himself it would be better to travel a 
hide m Germany 

It IS impossible to follow Casanova s now 
dizzy peregnnadora through Europe, to note, 
even, the adventures of heart and body in 
which he dared Fate, or his wildly novelistic 
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love-afFairSj or his princely entertainments 
contrasting with the moments of penm'y when 
he had to pawn his clothes We must pass 
by the occasion when, mtrepid as ever, he 
escaped over the walls of Stuttgart, as we 
must the period of ten days when he dalhed, 
seriously, with the idea of becormng a monk 
This was m Switzerland, where, takmg eight 
unappropriated letteis of the alphabet, he 
made himself known as the Chevaher de 
Semgalt Wliere was the harm ^ Plenty of 
other people took names they preferred to 
their own , Metastasio or Voltaire to begm 
with : and the name Casanova — ^weU, there 
was an actress so called, and a pamter ; 
besides, there were certam unlucky papers 
signed with it , it was better not to draw 
attention to that name So it was the Chevaher 
de Semgalt, who, armed with letters from 
Madame d’Urfe and the Due de Choiseul 
(which put him m the good graces of M de 
Chavigny, the French ambassador), gave the 
impression to the learned of a remarkably 
speculative man, mterested chiefly m natural 
history and medicme — they wondered even if 
he were not the Comte de Samt-Germam — 
a haunter of hbranes, deeply mterested in 
politics, the army, and social customs, and 
anxious to meet the world-famous scientist 
Haller, whom he charmed. Others, especially 
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a certain syndic in Geneva, saw a las intcl 
lectual side of the Chevalier but then there 
were alwap tliac two Casanovas , the one 
ruled by his frantic body, the other covemed 
by his cni^uinng mind , on tlic one hand tlic 
croto-mamac, on tlic other the curious and 
accurate observer, the sage commentator, the 
\nt and poet Nor were the ttra in conflict 
with each otlicr, so that it is not at all in 
congruous in reading the memoirs ip breah 
off a love affair in die middle to follow a 
philosopluc dissertation on ‘ form,’ and die 
impossibiht> of defining ‘ bcaut> ’ One Casa 
nova was necessary to die other if full develop- 
ment of eidicr was to be attained , for himself 
at least, he seems to have soKed the problem 
of harmony Or was it merely a division into 
separate cmouonal compartments? 

rlis heart was still aehing from the con 
elusion of a stirnng Swiss love affair (he had 
rehnquished the lady, according to his 
honourable wont, to some one better able 
than himself to look after her) when, going to 
Geneva to sec Voltaire, in the room he was 
given at die hotel he saw scrawled on the 
ivindow ‘ Hcnnettc also you mil fo^cL 
His hair bnsded with his emotion, and he flung 
himself down on a sofa. Noble and tender 
Hennettc I \Vhcrc was she now ? The 
memory roused a tram of sclf-eaammation 
95 



CASANOVA 


Ah ! he had not the dehcacy, nor the probity, 
of those happy days ; nor, most horrible 
notion of all, the vigour. Yet the idea of 
Hennette fanned his waning flame into a 
blaze , his heart being free, he was sure that 
if he knew where she was he would dash off 
to find her. Instead, witlim two days, he 
interlarded his Voltairean conversations with 
a debauchery so gross that even he did not 
dare describe it fully 

Voltaire had been expectmg him, and 
received him with ceremony at his court of 
Les Dehces But the opemng did not augur 
well between the wizened gimlet-hke mtel- 
lectual, and the gigantic, flaunting, over- 
whelmingly physical Ghevaher de Semgalt 
‘ This, M de Voltaire, is the great moment 
of my hfe I have been your pupil for twenty 
years, and my heart is full of joy at seemg my 
master.’ ‘ Sir, do me the same honour for 
another twenty years, and pronuse me to bring 
me my fees at the end of the tune ’ Everybody 
burst out laughmg, and hardly heard Casa- 
nova’s retort, ‘ WiUmgly, if you will promise to 
wait for me ’ Barbed conversation ensued, on 
Algarotti, on the sonnet, and then on Anosto, 
where Voltaue saved all by reciting, without a 
hitch, several stanzas of Orlando Furioso, and 
then retracted all he had ever said agamst 
Casanova’s poetic divimty Yet Casanova was 
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not TOn o\ cr , more sharp ortls passed 
between them, ull M de Scmgalt n-as per- 
suaded to rcatc his fasTiunte passage He did 
It with so much feeling, he put so much 
emotion into his rendering, that die tears 
gushed from his c)cs, his auditors sobbed, 
Madame Denis, Voltaire’s niece, fell on his 
neck, and Voltaire himself embraced him 
Sublime moment 1 After which the scene con 
eluded so well, that on Casanov’a’s saying that 
he was going away on the morrow, he wais im- 
plored to stay m Geneva at least three mghts 
more, and dine at Lcs D6hccs every daj 
But when Casanova went to Lcs Dchccs tlie 
next mormng, the major honoun were for tlie 
Due de Villan, an elTeminatcly decayed old 
debauchee of whom Casanova has left a well- 
bitten etching , die Clicvahcr de Scin^alt held 
ha tongue during dinner His egotism was 
jarred, and when Voltaire spoke to lum, he 
was contradicted. The Venetian government 
tyrannic’ Far from it , one could live more 
freely there than anywhere else , such was the 
type of mterchangc. After die meal Voltaire 
took Casanova by die arm and did the honours 
of his garden, of the beauties of the mountains, 
and showed him ‘ the Rhone, wluch I send off 
fern here to France.’ ‘ A transaction whicli 
does not cost you much,’ was the acid answer 
Voltaire imperturbably did all he could to 
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soothe his ruffled guest, held forth at length on 
Itahan hterature, with great wit and erudition, 
Casanova admits, ‘ but he always drew a 
wrong conclusion. I let him chatter his 
nonsense ’ Still Voltaire behaved charmmgly, 
took him to his room, informally changed his 
wig for a cap, talked while Casanova behaved 
like a petulantly fractious schoolboy, and even 
showed him his vast repository of correspond- 
ence. And somehow, m the end, Casanova 
was tamed The next morning he sent his host 
a book of macaromc poems, accompanied by 
some blank-verse of his own. But when (‘ after 
a deUcious mght, feeling as fit as a fiddle ’) he 
went at midday to Les Dehces, Voltaire was 
not visible Madame Dems entertained him, 
but not sufficiently well to conquer his huff, and 
he refused to tell her the story of his escape 
from the Leads, which at other places he was 
only too willing to embark upon When the 
great man appeared at five o’clock there was a 
prettily acerb talk on Itahan literature, only 
saved from rum because they agreed in praismg 
Goldoni Fmally, at the last visit, Voltaire was 
m a thoroughly bad temper. He and his guest 
bickered ceaselessly ; fmt about the maca- 
ronic verses, which led to poisoned shafts 
about Voltaire’s then imowned Piicelle , about 
whether Casanova or Martelli had been the 
first to write Alexandrmes m Itahan, in which 
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Casanova proved to Voltaire s discomfiture 
that MarteUi’s verses wexe not Alexandrines at 
all Voltaire gresv vrarm, Casanova warmer, 
as the latter argued that it would be folly to 
abolish superstition since it was necessary to 
the existence of humamty, a standpoint w hich 
naturally infuriated Voltaire, whose dream it 
tvas to do so, though it is not certain that he 
got the better of the argument, ivhich led to 
another about government, in particular the 
government of Venice, about which Casanova 
was always loyally sensitive The Chevaher 
seems then to have lost his manners, for when 
Voltaire expressed great admirauon for Haller, 
his guest re^tted that Haller had not the 
same high opmion of Voltaire ‘ Ah, ah 1 It is 
possible that we may both be mistaken,’ 
Voltaire retorted and soon after, without 
saying another word except the formal ones of 
departure, Casanova withdrew, to spend the 
night and most of the next day m wnting down 
these conversations, of which the record in his 
memoirs are hut ‘ a feeble extract.’ 

The cunous dung about these conversations 
IS that m them it was Voltaire, not Casanova, 
who asked the questions Self-centred, Nar- 
cissistic even, Casanova had gone, overdressed 
as It were m mind as well as ra body, ‘ to pomt 
rat some of his erroni to Voltamc,’ expccially 
his great error of being too idealistic m his 
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view of mankind : and he had done so. He 
had tackled the great mind of his age on his 
own ground, and Voltaire had not seemed to 
appreciate it * A little later Casanova sent 
the sage a translation of Les ^cossazses into 
Itahan verse, and Voltaire said the translation 
was bad Thus for ten years Casanova m- 
veighed agamst Voltaire, wrote a book to cut 
up the Eloges pubHshed in his praise, did all 
he possibly could to injure his reputation. 
But m after years he admitted he was wrong 
— he had that sense and that degree of great- 
ness — and made such ‘ humble reparation ’ as 
he could ‘ If we meet again in the Shades, 
freed perhaps from the acidity of our mortal 
natures, we will come together agreeably : 
he will receive my smcere apologies, and we 
shall be, he my friend, I his smcere admirer.’ 
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THE INVENTIVE MAGICIAN 
(1760-1763) 

Then at once ofT again, accompanied by a ga) , 
impudent young Spanish \-alct taken bodily out 
of an eighteenth-century French comedj But 
v,hy, It has been asked again and again, this 
ceaseless movement? so much of it witliout 
any evident moti\ cs Was he a spy ? Was he 
a secret emissary of the Grana Orient, the 
subversn e masonic society of Europe ? The 
question has never been answered, and to the 
outu'ard eye the fdm unrolls itself as a constant 
succession of amorous mtngucs, of gambling 
exploits, cast against an inimitable background 
of eighteenth-century friezes Amorous in- 
tnmes 1 n c arc apt to get ured of tlicm, and 
feel mehned to say vnui Lorenzo da Ponte, 
Mozart’s bbrcttist, that nc listen eagerly to 
Casanova’s conversation for the many interest 
mg, witty, and even sage thmgs that he says, 
and for their sake put up witli what is dis 
agreeable Yet on second reading we find 
that each alfair has its own special flavour. 
Its sidebght on psychology, its revelation of 
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manners and customs XJnbke Casanova, we 
begin to forget Casanova, and think instead of 
the multitude of people mixed up m his 
firework existence. 

And after all, some of his most interesting 
loves are those where he was unsuccessful, as 
that of the Mademoiselle Romans whom he 
met at Grenoble. She was a perfectly dazzhng 
creature, but her unconscionable price was 
mamage, do what Casanova might to break 
her resolution. Casting her horoscope, Casa- 
nova found that it was her destiny, if she went 
to Pans before she was eighteen (she was 
already twenty-three, but he had a mama for 
reducing the ages of his heroines), to become 
the Kmg’s mistress, and bear him a son who 
would be the hope of France , so he abandoned 
his pretensions, and strongly urged her to 
go. She went, and did become the Kmg’s 
mistress, giving Madame de Pompadour many 
qualms, and bore a son which the Kmg so 
far acknowledged as to call him Loms-Aime 
de Bourbon Casanova consoled himself with 
others at Grenoble, and then went on to 
Avignon, where, amid scabrous joys, he gave 
a day to sensibihty, and went to Vaucluse 
to weep over the rehcs of Petrarch and 
Laura Then Marseilles, then Genoa, where 
he translated Les ^cossatses, and sent Haller 
the news that he had had him elected to the 
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Arcadians, a literary soacty in Rome , then 
Florence 

There he met his early preceptor, the Ahhe 
Gama, who asked him to represent Portugal 
at the forthcommg Congress of Augsburg, for no 
clear reason except that this is a fairy story , and 
he also ran into the arms (htcrally) of one of 
his very carhest loses, the Thdrisc who had 
passed as the castrato Bellino tVlth her was 
a young man of seventeen, wiiom she pre 
sented to the svorld as her brother Cdsanno , 
and as she looked only twenty four, nobody 
suspected that he was her son — and Casanosa’s 
The likeness to the lather svas sinking, but tlic 
hvo kept the secret, Casanova givmg his fatherly 
feelmgs outlet in pnvatc. The youth filled him 
ivith dehght, but he spoilt convcnation w hen 
snppmg with Thdriac, for ‘ the presence of 
CeKuino gave the meal a senous, if agree- 
able tone. Youth, pure and lovely, diffuses 
an mexprcssible charm into life, and its inno- 
cence imposes respect and restraint ’ Only, 
one would gather, however, when youth is 
male He enjoyed Florence, was made much 
of by the famous Marquis Botta Adoma, twucc 
visited the virtuoso coBection of Walpole’s 
Sir Horace Mann, but was, unfortunately, 
ordered to leave Tuscany at short notice on 
a^unt of a spunous letter of credit, even 
though he had been qrate innocently draivn 
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into the business So to Rome, where he stayed 
with his brother Jean, then workmg under 
the famous pamter Raphael Mengs, engaged 
chiefly in making drawings for Wmckelmann, 
with whom Giacomo had many scholarly 
conversations. 

In Rome Casanova moved in the best 
society, as became a man with a coach and 
four, a valet and a secretary, and who made 
magnificent presents of rare books to cardmals. 
He visited Pope Clement XIII to beg his help 
m obtaining forgiveness from Venice, but the 
Pope, choosmg an easier part, fobbed him off 
with the Order of the Golden Spur and 
appointed him apostohc protonotary extra 
urbem Why? WeU, that is another Casa- 
novian mystery, givmg weight to the suspicion 
that he was a Jesmt Whence the decoration, 
whence Augsburg, and the frequent call he 
felt, but never obeyed, to go to Portugal 
And had he not been educated by the Jesuits ? 
The idle-minded may huger over the unlikely 
supposition, before wondenng why Casanova 
should suddenly have dashed off to Naples. 

Whatever the reason, Naples procured him 
a very curious adventure. The girl who there 
captured his heart and his senses was the 
mistress (though only formally, since her lover 
was impotent) of the Due de Mantalone 
Leomlda was indeed so ravishing and so well 
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dowered ihal Casatiovn at last determined to 
marr) and settle dowm to wliicli end the mrl’s 
mother was sent for To Casanosn's delighted 
surprise she turned out to he the Lucrezia who 
had been Ins first passionate lose but, oh 
horror 1 slic dcclartal Uiat Lconilda was his 
daughter! It was too mueli even for Casa 
nova Though he saw nothing contrary to 
nature in incest, set a loathing of it was a 
human prejudice ne could not help shanng 
There was, of course, no c\al in it if parent 
and child were not aware of the relationship, 
to ‘ incests, eternal subjects of Grech tragedies, 
instead of mahing me weep, mahe me laugh , 
PhMrc, indeed, makes me shed tears, but llicn 
that IS Raane’s doing’ So back to Rome, 
tafelj baclielor, hasang resisted the oficr 
Lucrezia liad made him of joining her life to 
his on a Neapolitan estate 
Rome, in spite of \aned pleasures, did not 
hold him long He sped back to riorcncc, but 
not bang allowed to sta> tlicrc, he left im 
mediately wath a young dancer, La Corticelh, 
who kept him company amid the gaieties of 
Bologna till she went to a theatre at Prague, 
leaving him free to invcstigalc Modena Turned 
out, without explanation, after ti\o days, he 
went to Tunn, where, advised by the Abb6 
Gama, he awaited the Congress of Augsburg, 
there agam to be warned to leave, an admom 
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tion he successfully resisted with the aid of 
the foreign minister, the Ghevaher d’Osono. 
Then to Ghamb6ry for a short stay marked by 
erotic adventures more amusmg but no more 
edifymg than those which had occupied him 
in Turin, and thence to Pans, where he at 
once reported his presence to the Marquise 
d’Urf^ — ^for had he not come to Pans solely to 
engineer her avatar as a man ? 

‘ We spent the next three weeks m making the 
preparations necessary to this divine operation, and 
these consisted m worshipping m a special way 
each of the genii of the seven planets on the days 
consecrated to them After these preparations I 
was to go to a place revealed to me by these germ 
to find a virgm, daughter of an adept, whom I 
was to fertihse of a boy by means known only to 
the Rosicrucian brethren This son was to be born 
ahve, but only with a sensational soul Madame 
d’Urfe was to receive him m her arms at the moment 
of his birth, and to keep him next her m her own 
bed for seven days At the end of this tune she was 
to die with her mouth glued to that of the child, 
who, by this means, would receive her rational soul 
After tius permutation it would be for me to look 
after the child by the magic means known to me ; 
and as soon as the child should be three years old, 
Madame d’Urf6 would regam consciousness of her- 
self, and I would begm to initiate her in the perfect 
knowledge of the Great Science ’ 

Well, if the credulous old woman asked for 
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this outrageous nonsense (Tnd she was \er> 
ncJi), win fol Would scruples 

on CasanosTt’s part save her? Not c\en the 
threat of death, which he had liopefullj 
adsanced, waiuld deter her If not lie, then 
another, sa> Saint Germain, would reap tlic 
benefit of her lunacj ‘ Fraud is a saec , but 
honest guile can be regarded ns the Iiusbandrj 
of wat To lie sure, tins \irtuc looks like 
rogucr> , but one has to accept that and 
the man who, at need, cannot practise it 
nobl^ , IS a fool ’ lliat waiuld seem to settle 
the point of conicicncc, but it docs not dis 
pose of the question of scraats The whole 
thing esen so far, seems incrctliblc , what is 
to follow, a magnificentls msenttse phantas 
magoiaa, uses faidi still (urthcr But tlicn, if 
Casanoaa embarked on tins business for gain, 
he did It also for the immense amusement to 
be got out of It. If his fertile mind projected 
a fantasy, there was nothing in the world to 
present his canyang It ouL He was an artist, 
in the burlesque if you like, but an artist none 
the less 

His stay in Pans was, howeser, cut short by 
his running Uirouglt tlie body a rascal of his 
acquaintance whom he thought would die 
he made for Augsburg, svhcrc, he told Madame 
d’Urf6, he would meet tlie Portuguese minister 
who w ould be able to release from the dungeons 
toy 
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of Lisbon the Rosicmcian adept Querilinte, 
who was essential to final enhghtenment. 
Augsburg and the neighbouring Munich were 
fatal, for there, through a failure of will, 
Casanova allowed himself to be robbed of 
both money and health by a woman too clever 
for him Worse, smce he had left Pans in a 
hurry, Madame d’Urfe had not been able to 
supply him with the quantity of clothes, jewels, 
and money necessary to his enterpnse. She 
had sent them after him by his valet-secretary 
Costa, and Costa had decamped with the 
treasure. Luckily a letter of credit was sent 
by other means, and this enabled Casanova 
to cut his usual figure in society, and, after 
his recovery, to amuse himself m his usual 
way Yet amid these crude enjoyments, Casa- 
nova the thinker snatched the friendship of the 
admirable Count Lamberg, philosopher and 
man of letters, with whom he corresponded for 
the rest of his life The Congress was cancelled 
For the half-immortal immaculate virgin 
to be the mstrument of Madame d’Urfe’s 
transformation, Casanova pitched upon his 
Florentine drab. La Corticelh, who was always 
up to any mischief She was to impersonate 
‘ Mademoiselle Lascans,’ derived from the last 
of the Roman emperors, a name hit upon by 
chance Madame d’Uif6 was dehghted, for 
the d’Urfes claimed to have Lascans blood ; 
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the called the dancer niece and Pnnccis, and 
treated her as sueli Tlie awful imprcgintion 
tool place at tlic hour of the Ma) moon , but 
Casanoan declared it imauccessrul liccausc, he 
said, )Oung d’Aranda, llidrcsc Imer’s son, 
whom he wanted to Ret nd of (he was malinR 
cya at the Conicelh), had peeped through a 
curtain and seen It all Howeser, the next 
moon would do, so long as the act did not take 

f ilacc in I ranee So the part) went to Aix- 
a Cliapellc, Madame d’Urlc presenting the 
Pnneess Lascans wath a box oficwcls, whicli, 
hosscser, Casanova impouiidco in ease the 
Coruceth should want to liolt lliit at the June 
moon, just as the cruaal instant of three mtnutes 
past four was approaching, the divanc mstni 
ment fell into consailstons, nnd informed Casa 
nova that slie would go on hasang consatlsions 
at cruaal tnstants until she got had thcjcwcls 
Casanosa ssas m some difficult) He could 
not lease Aix, for he had spent or lost all his 
money, had pawaied Ins saluahlcs, meluding 
the jew els, and was awaiung a remittance from 
Monsieur d'O On his makmg a psTamid of 
numbers with Madame d’Und, the omdc 
res caled that La Lascans ssas possessed h) an 
anU Roslcruoan demon, and would no doubt 
shortly give hirtli to a gnome , tliat slic was 
mad, and not to be belies ed (a ssasc prccauuon 
this, as the soon earned out her threat of tcllmg 
tog 
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the marqmse the whole story) ; that a new 
vessel of election would easily be found ; and 
that in the mean time Madame d’Urfe should 
write to the spirit of the moon 
Thus on the day appointed by the phases 
of that powerful orb, Casanova and the old 
marquise enacted portentous ntes m a con- 
secrated room, next to which there was a bath, 
filled with warm water perhimed with various 
essences pleasmg to Selems After appropriate 
ceremomes, the adepts stripped completely and 
advanced to the bath, on the edge of which was 
an alabaster bowl containmg gm, and irra- 
diated by the moon. Casanova, uttering mock 
cabbahstLC words which the marquise repeated 
after him, set the spirit ahght and burned the 
letter to be wafted to Selems, Madame d’Urfe 
declaring that she saw her very words shther- 
mg up the moonbeams They then entered the 
bath, and a few moments later the answer from 
Selems, written circularly m silver letters upon 
green transparent waterproof paper, appeared 
floatmg on the surface • The precious missive 
was taken out, placed on a scented cushion of 
white satin, and piously read It announced 
that the old woman’s hypostasis into a youth 
could only take place next spnng, at Mar- 
seilles, m the presence of the great Quenhnte ; 
that the Lascans must be got rid of , and that 
Casanova was to take under his wmg a 
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\Milow nnil hrr jlwrlitrr, nnd mnduct them lo 
AIwcc TIhh CAJititm <lupo-c<] of I-t Coni 
cclli folilml off tlic minjui'r, inJ alilr lo 
contimir on ininRVK' o'UicU lie had Ivr^un v.a(h 
ihc uidnn » diu^hlcr All uon wrll he had 
m the mean lime ntin aani jiiina in famhlinf; 
and w-aa aaetl rtjnipimt fnr fiinlier tallica 
Indeed u avta hi-li lime In ro for llir I’niirraa 
Latcana at at athtrlinc in puldic hie the hallci 
dancer »hc at at and ruimmr at at Itcrntntni; 
ominouf. 

Liniil the Ipnnp of 170^ ihen, the Cliranhcr 
dc Scins^all at at free m liar hit life of ordered 
diaonlrr, atlncli hr did loihr full paddini, from 
Sataljcfland In I ^emt from there In 1 iinii and 
Milan happ) In loa-e, hapm in camhlmi! 
aaanninR mormmir fnrtunra nnil sprndint: Ihcm 
laaaitila, catT)athrrc in hiqh fntlr niperhl) 
dreavd, atcannR atltcreaer he at cm ihc croaa of 
the OnicT nf die Golden Spur at Inch he had had 
Jet III diamnndi Ant that he »el an) iiorc h) 
the decoration, except lileralla at decoration , 
act liceautc of it, fnoia. aaho dfd not tnoat lioaa 
little itafaaafonh Kaachim the greater honour 
At Gcnca-a (ihu lime he did not aam Voliairc) 
he fell in loac aaaih n pirl on account of her 
bnlhancc in ihcolopical diacuiaion, a lihic 
jlochinB aaho earned IcaminR 10 far that when 
diacatinR licrrelfnflicrlaat parment the quoted 
St Clement of Alatnndna on the rclauon 
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between clothing and shame It was in con- 
nection with that affair that he warned parents 
that It was far easier to seduce a girl if she was 
accompamed by another than if she was alone , 
in the latter case the fierce barriers of virgin 
modesty would give ample protection , m the 
former, one would egg the other on. It was, 
however, m Milan and its neighbourhood that 
he had his most glonous adventures, and there 
his chief tnumph was over a girl to whom he 
mtroduced the best hterature, and this forms 
the centre pomt of a maze of scmtillating m- 
trigues, among which stands out the glonous 
fancy-dress ball to which he took two ladies as 
‘ beggars,’ dressed m the most sumptuous 
clothes torn to tatters patched with the most 
expensive brocades Otherwise amusing is the 
occasion when, having displeased a countess, 
he found m the back room of a shop an in- 
decorous image of himself about to be pierced 
with pins to his eternal undoing, which, to be 
quite safe, he destroyed 

Then for the great operation to be performed 
upon the Marquise d’tJrfe, who waited for him 
at Marseilles at the heaven-appointed time 
The fun for Casanova was to cap her extrava- 
gances ivith better ones of his own Might he 
not have spared her out of pity ? Well, she 
would never be cured of her folly until she was 
rumed, so what was the good of havmg 
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scrupla? ‘Had I worked mcrcl) to enneh 
mjicir at her expense, I would base been a 
scoundrel, and would base despised miself 
But mj intcnuon was onl> to indulge m> 
fanc), and I considcied that I ssais jusufied 
m using a madss Oman’s monc) to carry 
out m) pranks To impersonate Qucnbnte, 
Casanosa employed a third rate rascal called 
I’assano, who, blacking bis ejebrows, frcclj 
rouging bis cliccks, and putting on a white 
wap, at first considcrablj impressed the mar- 
quise, who greeted him in a ludicrous costume 
weighed dossai ssath jcssels Unluckily she 
informed the pscudo-ypcnlmtc dial she de- 
stined him a saluablc casket of jcisclry, a 
fact wliicli Casanova liad, for obvaom reasons, 
washed to keen secret Indeed, as a result, 
when the next da> Pissano fell ill, he threatened 
to write to Madame d’Urfd giving awa> the 
whole plot, and did so Tliercupon Casanova 
hasul) told the marquise dint die so-called 
Quenlintc vvats an impostor, to be answered 
calmlj, ‘ WTi), of course , didn’t jou know ? 
My genius revealed to me dunng the mght 
diat It wais Saint Germain ’ So making a 
swad journey to /\ix, she inlcrvacwcd die Due 
dc Vlllars, governor of die provance, who had 
been in love wadi her fifly years before, and 
had Fassano cxjicllcd 

What happened next is doubtful , for though 
it 113 
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Casanova gave his fancy full rein at Mar- 
seilles, he did so again when he wrote his 
memoirs, so that two distmct versions exist. 
In both, however, the scheme now was that 
Madame d’Urfe should herself be impregnated 
with the youth through whom she was to be 
regenerated ; and, Quenlinte bemg out of the 
question, the task would fall to Casanova. 
A part of the operations, however, and a very- 
important part, was to get possession of the 
extremely valuable casket of gold and jewels, 
which, ongmally prepared for Quenhnte, was 
now to be offered as a gift to the Immortals. 
To this end Casanova fabricated a copy m 
pamted wood which he easily substituted for 
the real casket , but then, how to convey away 
the rephca so as to make the old lady beheve 
that the Immortals had received it ? However, 
a small pomt hke that did not baffle Casanova’s 
mventiveness, Madame d’Urfe havmg told 
him that she had once had the water-sprite 
of the Seine for a lover, he decided that a 
female water-spnte should be the pivot of this 
piece of magic , and instructing h^ then mis- 
tress Marcohne, a firohcsome Venetian, as to 
what she was to do, he staged an ingenious 
scene At the hour mdicated by the motions 
of the celestial orbs, Casanova would, though 
m all decency, share the marqmse’s bed, after 
puttmg the sham casket on a pile of wood m 
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the fireplace Then the water sprite (who tvas 
dumb) would enter, suitably clothed, or un 
clothed, offer the marquise some Under soaked 
m spurt which the old lady would light, carry 
It to the fireplace and set the wood ablaze. 
All went accordmg to plan Marcohne ap- 
peared, m due course hgnted the fire, and the 
casket ivith Its contents uerc rapt by the 
flames to the destmed recipients m ethereal 
spheres. Then a certain operation took place, 
and the sprite transferred ‘ the verb ’ to the 
old lady, who ivas thus impregnated to her 
entire sabsfiiction Marcohne vanished, Casa 
nova joined her, and the real casket was 
triumphantly filched away 
The greatest of all magic operatiotis bemg 
thus happily maugurated, Casanova deaded 
to go to England to take the ‘ Comte d’ Aranda ’ 
back to his mother, and, if possible, to retneve 
his oivn daughter Travellmg to Lyons with 
Marcohne, his carnage broke doivn near Aix- 
en Provence The inhabitants of the neigh 
bounng chiteau came to the rescue, and 
mvited them to spend the mghL The chatelame 
was a woman whom the rest addressed as 
Countess, and she appeared to be chanmng 
though she zealously kept her face hidden by 
a hood Owing to a trifling accident she twisted 
her ankle, and retired to her bedroom, where. 
It was announced, they would all sup Surely 
"5 
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now Casanova would be able to see her face 
But no ; she sat up in bed with the curtains 
so arranged that her features could not be 
distinguished in the gloom. She was gay, 
witty, and spoke Italian, and, what was more, 
Venetian Italian It was disappointing not to 
see her, especially as she did not appear the 
next day. When the travellers got to Lyons, 
Marcoline drew from her pocket a letter the 
Countess had told her not to give the Chevaher 
til they had arrived. Casanova tore open the 
blank cover, and found beneath, as the only 
address, ‘ To the best gentleman I have ever 
known ’ Opening the letter he saw that 
that also was blank, except for the name — 
‘ Hennette.’ Casanova went white as a sheet. 
Henriette ! He would go back Alas ! it was 
clearly her wish that he should not He would 
respect that wish. Was he not the best gentle- 
man she had ever known? So on to Pans 
with Marcoline 
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VII 

DOWT^FALL IN ENGLAND 
(17C3 1764) 

Tiin moment Oic Clicvilicr dc Scmralt reached 
1-ondon m the tummer of 17C3, lie drove to 
Carlisle House, Soho Souare, to deliver the 
‘ Comte d’ Aranda ' to Ins motlicr, Thirisc 
Imcr She, now known as Madam Cornells, 
would no doubt greet him walli that vvarmtli 
wliicli he himsclfalvvaj-s maintained for his old, 
but never discarded loves He wau full of 
pleasant anuapation , she would to meet 
him, as she had in Holbnd But no , after 
announang himself be wais giv cn a note b> a 
Ilunkey, and read tliat he was to take d’Aranda 
to a house not far off Tlicrc he vvas met by a 
stout housekeeper, who was full of delicate 
attentions for the youth, but complctclj ignored 
the Chevalier D' Aranda vvas given a suite of 
rooms, and provided vvitli scivants, while 
Casanova was relegated to a side room, and his 
valet stuffed into an attic It appeared that 
Madam Cornells vvas a great figure, with a 
sumptuous town mansion, thirty three servants, 
a coach and six, and a country house, and thus 
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‘ Mr. Cornclis ’ would also be a person of great 
account. Casanova was apparently looked 
upon as the boy’s tutor, a paid pedant, a 
nobody ! So telling his valet to cany in his 
boxes but not to unpack, he took himself off, 
fuming with rage, to exploi e London 

Striding along to appease his dudgeon, he 
soon found himself in a coffee-house at the 
bottom of the Haymarket, all unaware that it 
was tlie ver)' one, the Orange, ivhich he had 
been warned to avoid as the meeting-place of 
all rapscallion foreigners Galling for lemon- 
ade, he picked up an Italian newspaper, but 
his eye straying, he found the man next him 
carefully correcting Italian imprint, changing 
the modern forms of words into obsolete ones. 
Irritated at tliis ‘ barbarism,’ he forthwith told 
his neighbour that it was centuries since ancora 
had been written anchora ‘ I know,’ he was 
answered, ‘ but I am quoting Boccaccio, and 
quotations should be accurate ’ A scholar * 
Casanova was enchanted, especially since it 
turned out that this was Martinelli, whom 
Casanova knew by repute. He at once m- 
troduced himself, subscribed for four copies at 
a guinea each of Martmelh’s edition of the 
Decameron^ and made firm fhends He was re- 
gaining liis temper They sallied out togetlier 
to find Casanova a house, and in a short time he 
had rented a superb fiirmshed mansion in Pall 
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Mall at h\enty guineas a uccl., a pnee agreed 
to wthout bargaining, for no gt^ came of 
haggling in London 

Simiortcd in his esteem, he faced tlic future 
Iiopcfully, but not in playing the part Madam 
Cornells had suggested, nor even in tlic better 
place she later proposed him of bemg steward 
at her vast public entertainments, uhich at 
first scandalised but soon drew in both nght 
cous and ungodly,’ Horace \Valpolc declared, 
himself not much bcivitchcd by her palace of 
rolendour No, his was a different role. The 
Chevaber dc Scingalt, wearing tlic cross of his 
Order, ivas at the moment possessed of a 
daazhng wardrobe, with lace every woman 
envied, a good substantial sum in cash and 
notes, and a sound reserve in jeivclry, not to 
mention such appurtenances as a French valet 
and a negro footman His letters to severd 
bankers would, with the introduction he had to 
Lord Egreraont, Secretary of State, enable an 
mtclhgcnt man to float a lottery scheme. There 
would certainly be something maleficent in the 
air if he could not cut a dash , certainly all 
would not be nght with the tender sex if great 
happmess should not result. A steivard 1 the 
idea ivas laughable Scmgalt, at the pnme of 
life, would take London by storm, as he had 
takim Pans, Milan, Geneva, and other towns 
where be was already a legend 
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besides, London was interesting, the 
£ngli^b very odd, unlike anybody he had ever 
in manners, tastes, even in build. Not 
only men and women, but even tlic animals 
and grew differently in this strange place ; 

y^ry earth was peculiar, and Thames water 
was water unknown elsewhere Martinelli 
took about, showed him the Gtiy, intro- 
ducec^ him to Loid Chesterfield’s friend, Dr. 
Maty Bntish Museum ; so Casanova 

was make many curious observations 

abouf^ English, and about their country, 
wher^ everything except unadulterated wine 
tastec^ of salt, so acquatic was the land, so mari- 
people. They were prodigious meat- 
eater.^5 but soup, which luckily Casanova’s 
valet could make, was not to be had, for it was 
looked upon as pap for invalids Stout, how- 
ever was a great invention Moreover, the 
English lived differentiy from any people he 
had ever met, and their pride was terrific 
Every people, of course, thought themselves 
supei^c^ to all others — so that die difficulty was 
only which held second place — but the 

EngPsh outdid every one else m this Still, if 
they were disgustingly democratic, if a gentle- 
jnan could not wear his best clothes m the 
streel^ for fear of being dirtied by the mob, they 
.^ere ^ many ways admirable Their towns 
marvellously clean, their roads and their 
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posting service superb, -while their filth in their 
paper money attested the solidity of their 
credit Of course, if anything w ent tvron^ the 
result would be bankrupts and Casa 
nova the financier envisaged dark possibiliUcs 
Most admirable of ill, perhaps, were their 
night watchmen, who \cry quietly did the job 
It took a posse of archers to do anytvherc else 
But somehott Casanova did not make the 
way he deserved , Madam Comclis’s greet 
mg teemed symbohe in its coldness Lord 
Egremont died soon after tlic Chcsalier had 
presented his letter , the bankers did not jump 
at Casanova’s lottery, and, indeed, that field 
was at the moment held by Lord Bute 
GambUng, except for mere drawing room 
stakes, tvas not to be had, for Casanova seems 
to has e been warned off putting up for \Vhitc’i 
Nor did he flourish m soacty The actjuaint 
ance he had made on the ssay over svith the 
Duke of Bedford by surrendering half his boat 
did not npen , Lady Northumberland, though 
fiiendly enough, thanks to an introduction in 
the form of a portrait from her son Lord 
Warksvortb, to svhom Casanova had sur 
rendered a mistress in Genoa, soon went 
to Ireland Lady Hamngton — did Casanova 
know that she was mcknamed ‘ the Stable Yard 
Messalina ’ ? — seemed to take him nowhere but 
to Madam Comehs’s anstocraUc Assembhes , 
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and if he knew the Hon Augustus Hervey and 
Lord Pembroke, they seemed to regard him 
merely as a vivacious compamon in a debauch. 
Was it possible that there was something hostile 
m this msular atmosphere ? 

Certainly Venus did not seem to favour the 
island , even venal love, which might serve 
between whiles, proved unsatisfactory, though 
well organised Perhaps it was too well 
organised, with its hsts of promiscuous ladies 
One adventure, indeed, Casanova did have 
His carnage not meetmg him at Ranelagh one 
evenmg, a charmmg woman offered him a lift. 
He got into the coach, he pressed her hand, 
to have the pressure returned ; he kissed her 
cheek, and was not repulsed ; when he placed 
his mouth on hers, those gracious hps re- 
sponded At last, circumstances bemg pro- 
pitious, he was able to give his fair compamon 
mdubitable proofs of the feehng she aroused in 
him He introduced himself ‘ Don’t ask my 
name,’ he was answered , ‘ we shall meet 

agam,’ and was thereupon unceremomously 
dropped at his house Stdl, it was proimsing 
Not long after he went to call upon Lady Betty 
Germame, a woman of distingmshed fashion : 
she was not at home ; would he wait ^ He 
was ushered mto the drawing-room, and there 
he saw his Ranelagh charmer reading the 
Gazette. ‘ Ah ’ ’ he exclaimed, ‘ perhaps you 
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Will present me to Lady Betty ’ ‘ But I don’t 
know you, sir 1 ’ ‘ But I told you who I ivas 1 
Surely you haven’t forgotten me ? ’ * No, I 
haicn’t forgotten you , but a frohe docs not 
constitute an introduction ’ And she went on 
rcadmg the Gavtie This ivas more than 
Casanova could understand it put him 
completely out of action 

But he could not live alone, for he was not, 
as he said, cast in the hermitie mould Tlic 
simplest solution would be to put up a noucc 
m his window 

Second or third floor lo let cheap, fumuhed, 
to a single and unattached )oung lady who can 
speak English and French, and u at home to nobodj 
either by day or by night 

Hts old housekeeper roared witli laughing , 
roiced comments appeared m the papers,^ to 
Casanova’s delighted admiraUon at tne freedom 
of the English press A hundred or so young 
women of doubtful reputaUon appeared, but 
none of them really pleased the lonely hero of 
romance At last there applied a most ravish- 
mg creature, in all wrays beautiful with her 
p^or and her black hair, and nobihty patent 
m every gesture She got her board and 
lodgmg for nort to nothing Casanova prompdy 
fell m love wth her, really m love , she stirred 
* Mr Bleaddcf has been unJtble to tbcQL 
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ation as well as his senses ; and what 
line, as she was called, even more 
vere her wise and witty conversation, 
f poetry, her skill at chess, and her 
of languages This paragon had 
;guised as a man from her native 
nth her husband disguised as a 
but the latter had been captured as 
idmg m England, and, the marriage 
summated, had been dragged back 
il The affair was m the hands of 
nmister Pombal, and Pauhne, ekmg 
rable residue of money, was waiting 
irable decision. In the mean time, 
nova was still irresistible, the con- 
lot take long, and he added Pauhne 
;o the list of women he had really 
of women who had loved him, m 
) much that she almost regretted her 
It was a dream of paradise while 
most aptly commented by passages 
>sto , but then the long-expected 
:o Portugal came, with a vast supply 
nd Pauline, as she went weeping to 
less, begged Casanova never to come 
ess she sent for him For weeks he 
the influence of a ‘ Platonic ’ love 
he could not, nor did he wish to, 
id of her graces, of those perfections 
Inch equalled, even surpassed, her 
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phj-sical bcaun Pcrinpj he remembered her 
will peculiar \asidnesj m hij lalcr >ears, for 
she u'as hii last complete lose 

^VTicn she had cone he passed his time as best 
he could, visited Lord Pembroke, and uas 
astonished at his fighung-cocKs , gave Dr Mat) 
a cameo , obseracd the Stock Exchange, uherc 
men hncu each others incomes but not each 
other’s names , svas presented at Court b) the 
Frencli ambassador , and got Ins ouai back on 
La Cornells, not onl) bj becoming one of her 
high guests, but bj sending their daughter to a 
aery expensive and anstocrauc school, where 
he would go to \a$it her, and, walh die juvenile 
inmates, stalk like a vailturc among the doves 
But mcanwlulc his funds were dwandling , 
there seemed no vva> of making them up, and 
wont of all, he heard dial Madame d’Urfc was 
dead That bounuful source was dned up ' 

No doubt Fate would provide m due course , 
for the moment there appeared a strange and 
attracUve creature to occupy Ins thoughts. La 
Charpillon It was not in an> way an affair of 
the heart , it was rather as a pnest of Venus 
that he approached her, some time in Sep- 
tember tatal day, that he was to look back 
upon as marking die dcHcxion of lus life, day 

* Aj a mitter of lacl flie did not die until 1^75 but 
Ctjanova beUertd the report At nil erentt^ «bc had died 
to him 


125 



CASANOVA 


his imagination as well as his senses ; and what 
made Pauhne, as she was called, even more 
desirable, were her wise and witty conversation, 
her love of poetry, her skill at chess, and her 
knowledge of languages This paragon had 
eloped disgmsed as a man from her native 
Lisbon, with her husband disguised as a 
woman ; but the latter had been captured as 
he was landmg in England, and, the marriage 
still unconsummated, had been dragged back 
to Portugal. The affair was m the hands of 
the great minister Pombal, and Pauhne, eking 
out a miserable residue of money, was waiting 
for a favourable decision In the mean time, 
well, Casanova was still irresistible, the con- 
quest did not take long, and he added Pauhne 
not only to the list of women he had really 
loved, but of women who had loved him, m 
this case so much that she almost regretted her 
marriage It was a dream of paradise while 
It lasted, most aptly commented by passages 
from Anosto ; but then the long-expected 
summons to Portugal came, with a vast supply 
of reis And Pauhne, as she went weeping to 
her happmess, begged Casanova never to come 
to her unless she sent for him For weeks he 
was under the influence of a ‘ Platomc ’ love 
for her ; he could not, nor did he wish to, 
nd his mmd of her graces, of those perfections 
of soul which equalled, even surpassed, her 
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physical beauty Perhaps he remembered her 
with pccuhar vividness m his later years, for 
she was his last complete love 

^Vhen she had gone he passed his Dme as best 
he could, visited Lord Pembroke, and was 
astonished at his fightmg-cocks , gave Dr Maty 
a cameo , observe the Stock ^change, where 
men kneiv each other’s incomes but not each 
other’s names , was presented at Court by the 
French ambassador , and got his own back on 
la Cornells, not only by becoming one of her 
high guests, but by sendmg their daughter to a 
very expensive and aristocratic school, where 
he would go to vtsit her, and, with the juvenile 
inmates, stalk like a vulture among the doves 
But meanwhile his funds were dwmdhng , 
there seemed no way of making them up, and 
worst of all, he heard that Macmme d’Urfc ivas 
dead That bountiful source ivas dried up * 

No doubt Fate would provide m due course , 
for the moment there appeared a strange and 
attractive creature to occupy his thoughts. La 
GharpiUon It iras not m any way an affair of 
the heart , it ivas rather as a pnest of Venus 
that he approached her, some tune m Sep- 
tember Fatal day, that he was to look back 
upon as markmg the deflexion of his life, day 

1 Aj » nutter of fact, the did not die untH 1775 hut 
Catanova behcred the report. At all events, the had died 
tohlm. 
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that the curve of his existence stopped rising, 
and began to decline For La CharpiUon was 
determined to defeat, not merely to reject him. 
He should have had forebodings, for the very 
first time she met him she confessed tliat had 
her mother allowed it, she would have answered 
Ills notoiious advertisement, ‘ to punish the 
impudent author.’ ‘ How would you have 
punished me ^ ’ ‘By making you fall in love 
with me, and then making you suffer abom- 
inably. How I would have laughed ! ’ Casa- 
nova accepted this as a challenge, thanking her 
incredulously for the warning How could this 
exquisite girl, witli her chestnut hair, her blue 
eyes, her delicately dazzling skin, and above 
all her candid expression of benevolence, 
be such a monster ? He was already half- 
enthralled. 

La CharpiUon being well advanced in the 
trade of courtesan, tliere should be no diffi- 
culty , and although Lord Pembroke warned 
Casanova that she was a trickster, on the day 
appointed he went to tackle her mother, her 
two aunts, and her grandmother. There was 
a surprising mutual recognition between Casa- 
nova and the horribly decayed mother, for some 
years earlier she had planted him with two bills 
that were dishonoured, and which he still held 
She had not realised that in M dc Seingalt 
she \\ould meet a creditor ’ He found himself 
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m a naujcahng nest of svitchcs living cliicfly 
on the immoral earnings of the girl, and 
collaboraUng sntli vanous insufTeriblc rogues 
Casanova w-as not long in coming to the point, 
and gave the mother a hundred guineas to 
embark on the manufacture of an ‘ chxir of 
life.’ Perhaps it t\-as thu blatant purchase that 
exasperated La Cliarpillon , at all csents, 
instead of entering into possession of tins Circe, 
as he called her, he ssas led die most extra- 
ordinary dance uhich lasted for nceks At 
first she seemed all mlUngness, but refused the 
final fas ours He turned oser to her the 
spunous bills, besides snst sums of money, but 
still she did not yield ‘You hate been too 
brutal,’ she said ‘ Woo me handsomely for a 
fortmght, make me in love uith you, and I will 
be yours ’ For a fortnight, dien, the woomg 
went on, with tlieatrcs, supper parties, c-x- 
pediUonSj and expensive presents of china. On 
the appomted night they shared a room , but 
she swaddled herself m a long goivn, and 
hunching up her body, resisted strenuously 
Softness, anger, pleading, cursing, were all 
mcffectual, and even rough handling which 
covered her ivith scratches and bruises He 
retiTcd baffled, sweanng he svould have no 
more to do ivith her But when she approached 
him again he was weak , he relented Why 
had he been such a fool ? ho asked himself m 
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his old age ‘ Ah, reader ’ ’ he apostrophises 
us, ‘ were you never in love ? ’ Love ? we ask 
in our turn, deciding that lus was a far more 
complex emotion. There was Casanova’s 
usual lust, but also there was aroused m him a 
combative spirit, a deep male brutality, which 
stirred up a desire for possession quite apart 
from enjoyment, to which was added a deter- 
mination not to be made a fool of More 
money flowed, and he took a coy villa at 
Chelsea where she promised to hve wdth him. 
But tlie first mght there was the same obduracy; 
nothing would make her submit ; and once 
durmg the struggle when he felt his hands 
about her throat, he was deeply tempted to 
strangle her. There was noting to do but 
send her away the next mormng 
Still he went on, still callmg himself fool, 
still fatefully lured, till one day he went to the 
simster house in Denmark Street to see her, and 
found her in the embraces of a barber ! He 
stormed and belaboured the young man ; 
La Charpillon screamed , the old harridans 
crept in , he smashed the furmture, the 
valuable chma he had given, everythmg he 
could see, creatmg a pandemonium which 
attracted the night-watchman Suddenly it 
was foimd that La Charpillon had vamshed 
The servants were sent out, but could not 
find her What might happen next ^ What 
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nught not hippcn ’ Cajanot'a, Im fcallicn 
drooping, staggered back to Ins house 
Tlic next da) he uas told tliat she had come 
home, but seas dangcrousl) ill He called, 
n-as not alloucd to see her, was told she was 
dchnous and rasang against him Casanova’s 
nencs Mere complctcl) shattered he could 
not sleep he could not cat Lacli da) the 
bulletins gren more alarming , there uas small 
hope for tier life. He haunted the door, and 
seeing a man come out asked, ‘ Is tliat the 
doctor ? ’ ‘ Tlic doctor I She’s past doctors 
now That was a pnesu’ At die end of three 
da)-s he u-as informed dial she had only a fciv 
hours to Inc. He went home , and dicn die 
ammal m him took its rcacngc, for he sufTcred 
a wholly animal collapse, against wliicli the 
iWll and the reason w ere pow crlcss He w ould 
go mad — and on sudi occasions die only 
remed) is suiadc He made his wall, Icasang 
everything to Bragadin, shut up his jew els and 
money in a ease, put his pistols in lus pocket, 
and buying as mucli lead as his pockets waiuld 
hold, headed for the Thames 
But just as he neared Westminster Bndge he 
was accosted by an acquaintance of his, Ldgar 
(WcUcborc Ellis Agar ?), who, seeing diat somc- 
thmg ivas desperately wTOng, refusal to leave 
him, and eventually persuaded lum to the 
refreshment of oysters and Graves , then to the 
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further refreshment of a pretty httle orgy, in 
which, however, Casanova, who had touched 
no food for three days, was too weak to take 
part , an mcident which taught him that love 
IS the result, not the cause, of gaiety. Since 
he now owed Edgar some money, he deferred 
his suicide to the next day, and was teased 
to go to Ranelagh. Half-dead, widi hazy 
eyes, he watched the dancers , and then he 
saw a strangely famihar figure — it was — his 
mmd was wandering — it could not be — she 
turned her face — ^yes, it was, not a hallucination, 
but La Charpillon ! So she was in her death- 
throes, was she • The reaction was terrific. 
Edgar thought that Casanova was about to 
have a fit ; but in a few minutes he recovered, 
the lights of Ranelagh, which had seemed dim, 
now burned brightly, and the Chevaher de 
Seingalt was himself again. 

Sell, the whole monstrous affair had broken 
somethmg m him, his faith, perhaps ; for from 
that time Casanova, at thirty-eight, felt that 
he was growmg old True, his morale was 
somewhat restored by five dehghtfiil Hanoverian 
sisters, who were far from bemg monsters like 
La Charpillon, but his spmt was permanently 
scarred : for the first time he realised in his 
bones that aU flesh was as grass. Nor was the 
affair quite over. He had the disgusting old 
procuresses imprisoned for debt (Edgar, who 
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■was more successful with Lu Charpillon, as 
WTlkcs \s-as to be, redeemed it) , and they, 
having him seized as he was issuing m gala- 
dress from one of Comelis’s royalK attended 
routs, charged him witli attempted disfigure- 
ment, an accusauon from whicli he was only 
dismissed after being bound over on his own 
and other recognisances, and pajing a short 
but homd visit to Nctvgate Tlie only rc% enge 
he took was to train a parrot to shout m French, 
‘ La Charpillon is a wickeder harlot than her 
motlicr,’ sshich he offered for sale at filly 
gumcas on the Stock Exchange 
In the early spnng Casanova, checking his 
resources, found that he was only just solvent 
He had spent thousands m England (La 
Charpillon had cost him more than one), had 
made up nothing in gambling, and had been 
unable to engineer a lottery scheme He must 
retreat SclUng nearly all his jewelry to pay 
his debts, he gave up his Pall Mall mansion, 
and svathdrawang to rooms in Greek Street 
Soho, prepared to go to Portugal One day, 
hoivever, he met an amiable cosmopolitan 
gentleman who called himself the Baron de 
Stenau, in company svatli a still more amiable 
lady, wtli whom he gambled, and from whom 
he won fifty pounds Hii opponent could not 
pay, but gave him a bill for five hundred, 
which he took to his banker the next day, and 
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signed on its being accepted. He returned 
four hundred and fifty pounds to Stenau, made 
the mtunate acquamtance of the lady, and got 
ready to go. But withm a week he found that 
the lady was not above reproach, and taking 
to his bed, undertook a month’s cure No 
sooner had he done so, however, than he 
received a note firom the banker to say that 
the bill was fraudulent, and that either he 
must return the money or produce Stenau. 
Casanova, crawhng out of bed, put a brace 
of pistols m his pocket and went resolutely to 
ferret out the baron. He had bolted ! Casa- 
nova was thus responsible for the forgery, and 
forgery was a hangmg matter There was only 
one thing to do — to leave the country withm 
the twenty-four hours allowed him by his 
banker. But had he the money ? He sold 
his clothes, which enabled him to refuse the 
offer his valet made him of his savings and his 
credit (a touching tribute) ; and makmg all 
possible haste to Dover, landed safely at Calais 
Farewell to England, inhospitable and fatal ! 
In eight months, firom bemg the conquering, 
rich Chevalier de Seingalt, he had departed 
from It ill, penurious, and sad, a fugitive with 
a noose about his neck 
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THE END OF THE OD\SSr\ 

(1761 17O5) 

He vai nc%cr quite the same man again 
Although, UianU to Bragadin and tlie Comtesse 
du Rumain, he ins supplied uaili monc>, and 
maintained his funds l>i gamhhnp he was 
ne\-cr to lie nch anj more Ilis illness was 
severe, It nearlv Idled him, and hu con 
valcsccncc was slow Afterwards hu lovc- 
alfairs muluphcd, but there was not the same 
glamour about them , the animal continued, 
that was all, and the animal was beginning to 
liul 

Not that adventures were laching Hrst he 
met Saint Germain, and the master cliarlalan 
turned a base com of hu into gold, Casanova 
bang unable to delect the slaght-of hand At 
Brunswach, to which he had earned a frolic- 
some >oung woman, trouble arose over a bill 
on Anuterdam Tlic Jew with whom he 
negouated it doubted lU validity , and the Duke 
of Brunswick, bidding Casanova a meaning 
farewell, seemed to snare the brokers suspi 
aons Thu w as intolerable 1 Casanova could 
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not leave, because it would look as though he 
was expelled by the Duke ; and he could not 
stay, because it would seem that the Jew was 
nght. So he retired to the neighbouring town 
of Wolfenbuttel, with its magrfcent hbrary, 
where he buried himself m books and manu- 
scripts for a week, studymg mainly m and about 
Homer. 

‘ I can count this week amongst the happiest of 
my life,’ he wrote with a flash of self-illumination, 
‘ for I was not for a moment occupied with myself 
I thought neither of the past nor of the future, and 
my mmd, absorbed m work, could not be ahve to 
the present I have sometimes thought since then 
that perhaps the dehght of the life of the blessed 
must be something similar ; and to-day I see that 
for me to have been m this world a really good and 
wise man, instead of a real madman, only a com- 
bmation of petty circumstances would have been 
necessary , for to the shame of my whole hfe I must 
proclaim a truth which my readers will find it hard 
to beheve, namely, that virtue has always seemed 
to me preferable to vice, and that I have been 
wicked (when I have been wicked) only from hght- 
ness of heart a fact which many will no doubt 
find reprehensible But what does that matter to 
me^ Man, m his inward or moral relations, is 
responsible to himself alone here below, and to God 
after his death ’ 

After the Jew, with abject apologies, had hon- 
oured the bill on Amsterdam, Casanova made 
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his ^^■ay to Berlin, where he fell in with the 
y ouneer Caliabigi, luH busied in State lottcncs 
But Frcdenck die Great, nervous about them, 
wais renounang tliat metliod of raising rc\ enue, 
and Calsabigi appealed to Casanova for help 
Surely Fate itself had sent the genius of 
lottcncs at just the nglit time to overcome 
I rcdcnck’s doubts But hou to see the King ? 
LucUly Casanova met his old acquaintance 
Marshal Keith (to whom he gave Saint 
Germain’s piece of transmuted gold), who said, 
‘ WTiy, vvntc to him, he sees cveryhodj ’ 
Frcdcnck duly appointed a meeting at four 
o’clock one afternoon tn the garden of Sans 
Soua, and appeared there after Ins dail> flute- 
playing, watli only a reader (a kind of jester) 
and a spaniel As soon as the King saw Casa- 
nova, he took offliis shabby hat, and addressing 
him by name, shouted at him to sa> what he 
wanted Staggered by Uiis reception, for once 
Casanova was mute. Well,’ the King roared, 
' speak up 1 Wasn’t it you w ho w rote to me ? 
The menuon of Lord Keith’s name, combined 
with a comphment, imooUicd die scene, and 
the talk whirled on gardens, on hjdraulics, on 
the naval and mihtary forces of Vemec, and 
finally on finance, upon wliicli Casanova held 
forth long and mgemously, but still could not 
petiuade the King to go on with the lottery At 
last, as a conclusion, Frcdcnck, loofang Casa 
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nova up and down with a soldier’s appraising 
eye, said, ‘ Do you know, you’re a very fine 
figure of a man ? ’ ‘ Is it possible, sire,’ the 
retort came instantaneously, ‘ that after a long 
scientific discussion, your Majesty can see in 
me the least of the quahties that distmgmshes 
his grenadiers ^ ’ The Kmg smiled , he liked 
Casanova, who soon apphed to him for a post. 
But smce after a few weeks he was only offered 
a paltry tutorship of Pomeraman cadets, he 
refused the offer ; and engagmg a rascal as 
valet because he knew some mathematics, he 
made for Russia. 

But by the time he got to Mitau, extrava- 
gance had depleted his funds However, he 
entered the town en grand seigneur^ and de- 
hvered a letter of introduction to the Chancellor 
of the Duchy of Courland, whose wife enter- 
tamed him, and offered him chocolate He 
accepted, and the servant who brought the re- 
fi-eshment was so outstandmgly beautiful, that 
with all his old impetuosity [sequere Deum) he 
shpped the last three ducats he had m the 
world into her hand The impulse brought its 
reward, for the fame of the munificent tip 
spread so fast that by the evemng a Jew had 
petitioned to lend him money ! The Chevaher 
was once more on his feet. Introduced at 
Court, some chance remark led the Duke to 
suppose that his guest was an authority on 
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nunes Would he inspect hu? Well, uhy 
not? So Casanosa made a three weehs’ tour 
of Courland, threw out common sense sugges- 
tions, and svnnng a report adorned witli 
drawings by his mathcmaucal valet, received 
an honorarium Tlicrcforc the ChcviUicr, who 
stems at this time to have adopted lus mother’s 
name of Farussi prefixed ivith the syllabic 
Count, made a sufficiently stnkmg cntiy into 
Riga, and soon after descended upon St 
Petersburg 

There, though he led his usual life of 
gambling, gaiety, and love (the salient feature 
of the last ivas a young slave whom he bought, 
and who in jealousy tlireiv plates at his head), 
his mam mterest was Cathenne the Great 
She was strong nunded, he deaded — her lovers 
would prove her free from prejudice — but she 
was not perfidious and cruel, so nught be 
exonerated from the murder or murders attn 
buted to her She ivas big, well-built, and 
ivithout bemg beautiful, ivas plcasmg She 
ivai gende and easy, and above all endued 
with a calm that never abandoned her She 
ivas graaous to Casanova, whom she talked 
with several times They criticised the statues 
m the gardens, and then the talk turned to 
Fredendi, dunng which Casanova had the 
opportumty of tellmg the truth and of flattering 
the Czanna, by saying that hu Prussian 
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Majesty’s great fault was that in conversation he 
never gave you time to answer his questions. 
More important, however, was Casanova’s 
suggestion that it looked ill for a modem 
monarch to contmue to use the Old Style in 
datmg : why did she not impose the Gregorian 
calendar ? Even England had done so lately. 
At their next meeting she declared that she 
had undertaken tlie reform ; that all official 
letters now bore both dates ; and then there 
followed a long and learned discourse on 
chronology, which reflects great credit not 
only on the Gzarma’s erudition, but also 
on Casanova’s memory. This part of the 
memoirs is also embelhshed by an entertaining 
dialogue of the dead with Catherme, over her 
sudden death. It is in the best manner of 
Fontenelle 

Leavmg St Petersburg, since he sought no 
post m a country which he did not like, in 
1765 Casanova rattied away to Warsaw. 
There his flaring adventure was his duel with 
Count Bramcki, the Kang of Poland’s favour- 
ite , an affair of honour in which there 
was the greatest friendhness on both sides. 
Casanova was always mordmately proud of 
this duel He had fought many before, and 
with his famous direct thrust, lunged home 
as soon as his adversaries were on guard 
(one of them complamed that he had been 
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hit before he ivas on guard), bad aliW's 
pmked his foe. This affair u-as wtli pistols , 
but what made Casanova so vainglonous was 
that by fighUng wth so fine a gentleman he 
had been taady ennobled Branicla was 
levcrcly wounded m the stomach, but was 
able to prevent Ins infunated people from 
killing Casanova, who for his pan had his 
left hand shatterxxi Scelmg sanctuary m a 
convent, he ivas attended by doctors who 
insisted that his wound being gangrenous, he 
must have his hand amputated Casanova 
refused, though his friends implored him to 
save bis life by submitbng he said there was 
no gangrene ‘ It will poison your arm, and 
you wall lose that,' he was told ‘ Very well, 
if It poisons my arm, you may take it off,’ he 
answered He tvas irritated by a note from 
the Kin^ (who promised him forgiveness even 
if Bramcki died) expressing wonder at his 
lack of courage , but soil he would not give 
in, and tune proved bun right. For although 
he earned his hand m a sling for months, 
perhaps for more montlis than were stnedy 
necessary, it finally healed As toon as he 
ci^d get about he found it svisc to lease 
Wtusaw for a white, to visit the noblemen 
who clamoured to mvite him , but when he 
came back he found that rumour had been 
so sadly nfe about hun, that the King ivith- 
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drew his favour, and virtually ordered him to 
leave his capital. 

So then to Breslau, to Dresden, where he saw 
his mother, to Leipzig, to Vienna (we are now 
in 1767), where he renewed acquamtance with 
Metastasio, but from which he was expelled for 
gambhng, which he had not mdulged m (a 
bitter enemy had trapped him there) , m spite 
of the succour of the great Pnnce Kaunitz. 
Then Augsburg, Louisburg, Cologne, Spa, m 
ever more rapid progression, everywhere meet- 
ing old friends, and ever askmg for employ- 
ments which were invariably demed him, and 
even offering to sell the secret of the trans- 
mutation of gold to the son of the Duke of 
Gourland for a tnflmg sum, which was not 
sent and frnally Pans, where he learned to 
his bitter regret that his perennial benefactor, 
Bragadm, was dead There, offering to fight 
a nephew of the Marqmse d’Urfe who made 
msultmg remarks about him at a concert, he 
was handed a lettre de cachet ordermg him to 
leave at once ; so he made his way to Madnd 
(on the way to Portugal and Pauhne), where 
on arrival Ins possession of the Iliad in Greek 
aroused the darkest suspicions of the customs 
officers 

The Spamards, he found, had more prejudices 
than any other race, were even more conceited 
than the Enghsh, and hated foreigners. Never- 

140 



THE END OF THE ODVSSEV 

thelcss, armed with letters of introduction, he 
leapt mto the good graces of such grandees as 
the Comte d’Aranda— this ume the real one, 
and so powerful as to be more king tlian the 
Kmg— and of other notables \Vli> had he 
come? they asked guilelcssK To see if his 
talents couIq be of any use to tlic State Would 
hu ambassador, Moccnigo, introduce him at 
Court? Alas, no , he was ill viewed b\ the 
Venetian Inquisition Well then, he might by 
all means stay to amuse himself in Spam, but 
he could expect nothing His case was be 
commg desperate , he was no longer fortune’s 
darling, and he wrote urgently to Dandolo, 
Bragadin's friend, implonng him to arrange 
matters with the Venetian gotemment, and 
have him recommended to the ambassador 
In the mean Ume things did not go so badlj 
with him, and he was made hopeful by the 
behaviour of the ambassador’s secretary, tlie 
dehghtfiil young Count Manuca, who came 
to cml Manucci ? the name seemed famihar 
Why, of course, this so-called count was the 
son of the dastardly spy who had been the 
instrument of his confinement in Uic Leads ! — 
the son of a shopkeeper and a servant girl 1 
However, he did not unmask him, and tlirough 
hfenuca’s fiiendship was pnvatdy welcomed 
by Mocemgo, over whom the secretary had 
compelling influence Moreover, Casanova was 
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received everywhere ; his pohshed manners, 
and his bnlhant, well-informed conversation 
opened even princely portals And there was 
Ignazia, the daughter of a hidalgo, who was a 
cobbler but not a shoemaker, for his nobility 
would not permit him to stoop so low as to 
measure the feet of plebeians, though he might 
mend their leaky shppers Casanova took her 
to balls, for which, irrepressibly young beau of 
forty-three, he learned to dance the fandango ; 
so that the whole made a gracious but not 
exciting adventure. 

Unlike the one which was exciting enough 
but by no means gracious One day, signalled 
to walk under a lady’s window, a note was 
dropped at his feet, makmg an assignationfwith 
him that night at a specified door Meticulously 
toileted, he was there punctually, and, full of 
expectation, was led, dehghtedly conscious of 
perfumes and rusthng silks, along a pitch-dark 
passage. Dolores, so she is named, took his 
hand, and they entered the dim candlehght of 
a vast scutcheoned room ‘ Do you love me ? 
Will you swear to do as I ask you ? ’ she 
whispered, to be promptly answered ‘ Yes ’ ; 
and then Dolores — he noticed she seemed 
agonised and was trembhng — ^led him to the 
curtained alcove and, fhnging back the hang- 
ings, revealed the corpse of a yoxmg man lying 
on the bed ! Dolores had murdered the lover 
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who had been faljc to her And since Casa- 
nova had sworn to do as she asked, he was 
forced to carry away the body and slide it into 
the nver behind the house. 

Such 13 the story , but it occurs in only one 
of the texts, and it is more likely that when, 
two days later, a stranger warned Casanova 
that he ivas atout to be arrested, the reason 
given was the tihie one, namely, that he was 
ulcgally in possession of arms He rushed for 
refuge to ms friend Raphael Mengs, now 
painter royal to Charles itl , but Mengs was 
tmud, and only harboured him against the 
gram. Uselessly, for the next day Casanova 
was dragged off to the prison of Buen Rebro 
He had never been in such a vile place, in 
company with such revolting human dregs 
The atmosphere tvas greasily foul , there were 
no tables, and the few camp beds so crawled 
with venmn that it was impossible to rest on 
them. Casanova went m contmual fear that 
he would be murdered for his money, for his 
watch, for anyrthing so for two toys and 
nights he stayed a\\^c, sitting upnght in dis 
ramfort and dread. Mengs, however, sent 
him food, and Manuca procured him svntmg 
materials, with which he sent four outrageously 
stingmg letters to men m authonty, the most 
vitnohc bemg reserved for d’Aranda This 
masterpiece concluded * Therefore give m- 
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stant order for my release, or end my torture : 
you will thus spare me the pains of doing away 
with myself’ And soon he was let out, the 
confiscated weapons were returned ; and what 
was more, Mocemgo, acting on instructions, 
received him openly. Triumph once again ! 

So his old life went on, gloriously enough. 
He met all the distinguished people in Madrid, 
discussmg with them mathematics, poetry, 
philosophy and the arts ; he wrote the libretto 
of an opera performed at the embassy, and if 
he once or twice mdiscreetly brushed up 
against the priests, a fidendly conversation wilii 
the Grand Inqmsitor set matters right Most 
of all, he interested himself m a plan for 
colomsmg a part of the Sierra Morena, and 
expatiated so well that the authorities con- 
cerned provisionally offered him the govern- 
ment of the nascent colony. But then a 
hideous blow fell Gallmg on Manucci one 
day, he was refused the door ; a note he sent 
him was returned unopened He met with 
similar rebuffs everywhere — at d’ Aranda’s, at 
the Prmce de la Gatohca’s, at each house 
where he had been effusively welcomed. He 
soon discovered why He had blabbed, mex- 
cusably, about a shameful aspect of Manucci’s 
private hfe ; and he having told Mocemgo, 
the ambassador gave out that Casanova was 
a scoundrel no self-respecting person should 
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rccmc Indeed he had betrayed a fnend 
He had also fouled hu own nest 
There ssas, then, nothing for him to do hut 
to lease Madnd Not, howeser, for Portugal, 
for Pauline had slopped svnling to him He 
uent eastward, to Saragossa, to Valencia, 
hngcnng on lus tray to shed tears oser the 
glonous ruins of Saguntum , for howeser dis- 
tressed Casanova might be, the ardent scliolar 
was alwaj-s awake in him , to Barcelona, 
where he spent six weeks in prison owing to his 
old infamous partner Passano betraying lus in- 
Dmacywitli die mistress of tlic Captain General 
of Catalonia. Anotlier gaoling, however, did 
not daunt him, and vvnilc tJicrc he solved 
mathemaucal problems, and continued a work 
he had begun m Madnd, the Ctnfutotion of 
Amelot de la Houssaje’s inimical history of 
Vemee Then, on lus rdease, across the frontier, 
pursued by murderen set on by Manucci, to 
wander awhile m the smaller towus ofsoutlicm 
France, where, although hving was cheap, he 
left a trail of debts rather than a succession of 
lovers At Aix he was so ill tliat the last 
Sacrament was administered to him, but his 
hfe was saved by tlie devotion of a nunc who 
quieUy appeared Who had sent her ? Nobody 
mew At last he discovered who it was 
Hennette 1 whom he had lately had much in 
mmd They exchanged letters ‘ We passed 
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in the street/ she informed hun, ‘ but you did 
not recognize me. I have changed a great deal. 
Not that I have become ugly, but I have grown 
prematurely fat.’ The letter reached him at 
Marseilles Should he go back ? No. She had 
told him it would be mdiscreet. Perhaps if 
later . . . 

And so the resdess joumeymg went on, with 
no outward confession of wearmess on Casa- 
nova’s part, though his fnends unkmdly told 
him that he looked surprisingly older But 
what was the future to be for an agemg man, 
who yet msisted on being young ? Cast out of 
nearly every capital m Europe, where was he to 
go ^ Vemce ! He was homesick for Vemce, 
with an ever-increasmg ache So as he 
meandered from place to place — to Naples, 
where he met Lucrezia and Leomlda ; to 
Rome, where he once more disported himself, 
though less scandalously, with the Gardmal de 
Berms, now French ambassador, and where he 
encountered Manucci, who msisted that they 
were friends ; to Florence, from which he was 
expelled for comphcity, which he demed, m a 
gambhng plot to fleece Lord Lmcoln ; to 
Switzerland — ^he all the time kept his compass 
set for his beloved birthplace As he went, 
gambhng, conversing with philosophers, argumg 
about poetry, and still making love (though his 
stones now become less and less convincing), 
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he \vrotc and \\orkcd, publishing cspcaally the 
Confutation which might restore mm to fat our 
At last, in 1773, after six years of purposeless 
straying, living meagrely, only occasionally 
finding somethmg of the old Juch and tlic ola 
gaudincss, he reached Tncste. It tras nearly 
Eis raal Finally, in the autumn of 1774, aflcr 
rendenng the State some secret service, he tvas 
allotted, to his great joy, to float once more 
upon tlie happy canals of tthicli he had never 
ceased to dream 

It IS tvcil to pass hastily, with averted eyes, 
over the next eight years of his life, dunng 
which tlic sublime adventurer, the mctconc 
millionaire, the fantastically excessive lover, 
eked out a mean living as spy to the Inquisi- 
tion 1 Moreover, in the whole of Venice, there 
was only one poor, faithful shop pri to love 
him And it was all to no end In vain his 
reports bewailed the shocking immorality of 
the town, and contained lists of the impious or 
smutty books owned by his compatnots , his 
employers complained he never sent them any 
informahon worth having, and would give him 
no reward beyond a wretched pittance. He 
was, indeed, rccaved at patnaan tables, for his 
conversation was mimitably stimulating , but 
that led nowhere Hd tried to exploit a com- 
pany of French actors , he started a theatne^ 
magazme of some merit, Le Musagn de Thalte , 
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but it failed He published a series of Opiisculi, 
which came to a premature end m a novel, of 
which he sent a copy to his old bright flame, 
X G V , Justimana Wynne, now Comtesse de 
Rosemberg He fulminated against the Deism 
of Voltaire , and he began to translate the 
Iliad of Homer mto Itahan ottava nma, but the 
venture petered out after eighteen cantos ; and 
finally he compiled a vast work on the troubles 
in Poland, of which only three out of the seven 
volumes were printed He did not thrive, 
though he was at one time secretary to the 
Marqms Spmola ‘ Either I am not made for 
Vemce, or Vemce is not made for me,’ he 
lamented ; and at last there was a charac- 
teristic explosion. In a quarrel at the house 
of a nobleman he found himself so placed that 
either he had to violate hospitahty, or own 
himself a coward, a situation so mtolerable that 
he took his revenge by pubhshmg a scandalous 
hbel on both parties, Ne Amon, m Donne His 
book was stopped ; fiiendly houses were closed 
to him, and it was intimated that there was 
nothmg more for him to do in Venice 

So once more, at fifty-eight, with yellowing 
teeth, and wearing a chestnut wig, the battered 
adventurer set off, protesting and poor, mto a 
greymg future He pinned his hope on Paris, 
especially, for some reason, on d’Alembert ; 
but d’Alembert had just died, and Paris was 
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dolefully changed Still, he put up a bold front, 
nunglcd Math cognosctnlt, attended meetings of 
the Academies, but soon left it uath his brotlicr 
Francois, now painter to tlie King, to go 
to Dresden, and thence to Vicnm, where 
Frangois, thanls to Kaunitz, flourished bravely 
Giaeomo was not so luckj He did indeed for 
some umc act as secretary to tJic Venetian 
ambassador, but it was no life for him, e\en 
m old age, still loving as he did to dally watli 
the arts, to male new acquaintances and meet 
old ones, and to live in the appropnatc way 
Among his new friends was Da Ponte, of the 
same kidney as himself, who tells tliat one da> 
when he was w-alkingwith Casanom, the latter, 
suddenly contorted, ground his tcctli, and 
rushed upon a man across the street, >clhng, 

‘ Villain, I have caught you 1 ’ It was Costa, 
the valet who had robbed him of Madame 
d’Urfd’s trunk of valuables Da Ponte dragged 
Casanova away, but Costa soon reappeared 
svith a stanza of doggerel verses to the effect 
that he had, after aft, only been Casanova’s 
pupil m theft, and that the latter had better 
keep mum. Casanova laughed, whispered to 
Da Ponte ‘ The rascal’s right,’ anti parted 
amicably from his old valet, who gave him a 
cameo ring as the last relic of the marquise’s 
jctvels 

And yet, m spite of queer assoaates, m spite 
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of his mean position, Casanova was still a figure, 
still petted by the great, so much so that he 
conversed witfi the Emperor, Joseph II, and in 
no spirit of humility. When the Emperor said, 
‘ I don’t think much of people who buy titles,’ 
M de Seingalt innocently asked, ‘ And what 
about those who sell them, sire ? ’ But such 
petty triumphs would not enable a man to 
live, nor would a work on the quarrel between 
the Dutch and Venetian Repubhcs nothmg 
seemed to offer, and the world became, if not 
flat and stale — it could never be that to Casa- 
nova’s eager mmd — at least unprofitable, for 
he had lost even his secretaryship when his 
ambassador died Then one day, dimng with 
Count Lamberg, his Augsburg fiiend, he met 
the young Count Waldstein, whom he fasci- 
nated Waldstein turned the talk upon magic 
‘ Oh, I know all about that,’ Casanova struck 
m ‘ Then come and five with me at Dux,’ 
Waldstem said • ' I’m gomg back there to- 
morrow ’ But Casanova did not fancy bury- 
ing himself m the wilds of Boherma, and for a 
year he struggled on, went to Berhn to get a 
post m the Academy, battled agamst his fate. 
But at last he accepted Waldstein’s ofier to 
become his hbrarian at a not ignoble salary, 
coupled with the promise that he would be 
treated like a gentleman 
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TWILIGHT AT DUX 
(17B5 179D) 

Was the adventure to end at last, at anchor in 
the library of a pett) pnnee, watli the cobnebs 
and die dust giaduallj covenng over the old 
deca^ang bodj, the mind nisting until die 
wheels slowed dowai to a stop ’ Exile, forget- 
fulness by die world — die tiger in a cage ' 
Never again would the bnliiant Chevalier 
de Sangalt dash astonishingly through the 
capitals of Europe, swaggering and irresistible , 
no more would the faro tables hope or tremble 
at his approacli , Venus Pandemon would for 
ever lose the most constant, the most arduous 
of her votaries Impossible 1 or at least un 
thinkable 1 Could not life be made to conform 
to desire, as he had said over and over again ? 
And at first, when die Count vs as in residence, 
there were gleams , sumptuous dinners with 
enUamang food, and wanes abundant and 
select, upon wluch Casanova pounced wolf- 
ishly , talk somediing like the old talk , and 
balls wath the delicious proximity of beauty 
floating by amid the ravishing perfumes of the 
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boudoir. Sometimes there were visitors to 
dnnk the waters at Tephtz, near by, such as 
the genially cymcal Prmce de Ligne, Wald- 
stein’s uncle, a great man of the world and 
man of letters ; and he, or others, or Lorenzo 
da Ponte, would come to gossip, to hsten, to 
be dazzled, for to the end Casanova was extra- 
ordinarily good company, flashing with wit, 
bubbhng over with anecdote, and dropping 
remarks of a staggering sagacity. Moments 
of happiness, of illusion, for which the old 
adventurer was always grateful to Waldstem. 
But, and it was to be tasted almost at once, 
there was gall even m the sweet : if there was a 
crowd at a banquet, the Count’s steward, 
Feltkirchner, who hated him, would thrust 
him away to a side- table , perhaps rightly, for 
the society which came was not of his world, 
nor of his age, and few of them understood the 
languages he knew He tried to speak German, 
they did not understand him, and when he grew 
angry, they laughed They laughed when he 
showed them his French verses, as they laughed 
at his gesticulations when he declaimed his 
beloved Anosto When he bowed, as Marcel 
the famous Pans dancing-master had taught 
him to do on commg mto a room, when he 
danced a minuet m the old stately fashion, 
when he wore the velvets, the plumes, the 
buckles which had been the admiration of the 
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companies lie had Icncd, the) huphed again, 
immoderately ‘ CosMla ' ' he nould cry, 
‘ pigs that you arc 1 S'ou’rc all Jacobins ! 

It nais woiTC when the Count was away, and 
the marooned anaent was left to the tender 
mcracs of the stetrard and Ins like minded 
assistants Tliey could not abide tins arrogant 
stranger who did not speak their language, 
who seemed hardly to be of the same spcacs 
as themseltcs, who grumbled incessantly, and 
appeared to bark at tliem , and they took no 
pains to hide their aacrsion Casanosa, rrctlcd 
liy an inaction so foreign to his nature, ex- 
aggerated little rubs to fantastic proportions , 
everybody was m conspiracy against him 1 
He became a prey to persecution mama, his 
nenous potcnual burst out m tcmfic rages, 
and his need for action relict cd itself in daily 
storms. The cook had spoilt his coffee or 
ruined his macaroni , Ins soup had, out of 
pure malice, been sciacd loo hot or too cold , 
die coachman had deliberately in\cn him a 
poor horse to dn\e o\cr to Tcpiitz walh , a 
dog had barked all night, a hunting-hom had 
diatcn him crazy, or the pnest had ocen trying 
to convert him. It was all the stewaud’s doing 
IVho had suggested that die servant girl should 
use some of his manuscript to light the fire 
wath ? Fcldurchncr ^Vho had told die councr 
tojosdchimatdic street comer ? Fcllkirchncr 
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And who had incited the same courier to tear 
his portrait out of a book and paste it up in 
the privy with obscene comments, if not Felt- 
kirclmer ^ The steward was always setting 
people agamst him, even the Count. Why, 
Waldstem had not said good-mormng to him 
first, had lent some one a book without telhng 
him, had failed to introduce him to a dis- 
tinguished stranger who had come to see the 
sword that had pierced the side of Wallenstem, 
or had not reprimanded a groom who failed 
to touch his cap to the hbrarian. Gould it be 
borne ? Sometimes it could not ; and Casa- 
nova would be commanded by God (such was 
his behef) to obtain letters of mtroduction firom 
the Prmce de Ligne to some ducal potentate, 
or certain Berlm Jews ; and he would slip off 
secretly, leavmg a letter of farewell for the 
Count, who would laugh and say, ‘ He’ll come 
back.’ But his search for old finends, his 
attempts to link up with the old life, or with 
his family, were doomed to disillusion : at 
Weimar, for mstance, all the attention went to 
a young man called Goethe ; there was no 
hfe for him outside Boheima. Thus holdmg 
forth against German hterature, against the 
rascahty, the superstition, and the ignorance of 
Berlm Jews (whose money, however^ he bor- 
rowed and upon whom he drew bills in 
Waldstein’s name), he would creep back after 
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a rCT\ A\cclu WaWslcin laughed, CajanoNTi 
vept, and said tint God had ordered liim to 
return to his chamber at Dux And tlien he 
s\ouId delight the companj wth a ludicrous 
account of wlnt had happened to lum on this 
last trip 

And after all, as he had been fond of sajang, 
while there IS life all is well , so liis cxhaustlcss 
\atalit) , w liicli could find no release m squabbles 
watli servants, turned to other outlets The 
later, the swashbuckler, the gambling adten 
turer, took to his pen, and the output was 
ternfic, if dispersed He would show the 
world that he was die equal of Voltaire , he 
would put lliat charlatan Rousseau in the 
shade poelT), jiohucs, mathemaucs— if he 
could not shine m these, who could’ Thus 
in 1790 he published his works on die duphea 
uon of the cube, wadi two corollaries on diat 
of the six sided solid, whicli mathematicians 
have found sensible if not epoch making, 
besides dioughts on the Gregonan calendar , 
he sent the bmperor a Lucubratton on Usury, a 
subject on which he undoubtedly kness some 
thmg , he delivered himself of a long critical 
essay on Manners, Art, and die bacnccs 
Roused by detestation of the Jacobins who 
were lajang waste the Pompadour France diat 
he loved, he produced ReJUcUons on the French 
ReooluUon. And as he sat in die library at Dux, 
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or m his own room, thinking, writing, dream- 
mg, the fever of scnbbhng grew upon him. 
The only way, he found, to prevent black 
melancholy from erodmg his existence or 
dnvmg him mad, was to blacken paper ten 
or twelve hours a day. So he wrote and 
wrote — ^now projectmg a heroic-comic drama, 
now a musical comedy, or again a tragedy or 
a mime-ballet ; but none of these came to 
frmtion except a dreary play Polemoscope^ acted 
at Dux, and La Lorgnette Menteuse, on La Calomme 
Dimasquie. He was always makmg notes, 
jottmg down observations, memories, ideas, on 
scraps of paper, m a handwriting which grew 
ever shakier, the subjects varymg from a 
philosophic dialogue between himself and God 
(no less), to notes on the kmd of biscmt he 
best liked soaked in wme The stupendously 
numerous large files are encyclopaedic in their 
variety : it is as though his mind, ungeared 
from his body, whirred round at ever greater 
speed There are scraps of stones — about 
Roland, about an adventure with women 
m a cave ; there are cryptograms, and a 
grammatical lottery ; there are more smppets 
of Homer, and there is the Icosamiron, a philo- 
sophic fantasy, wild but unreadable, for which 
he got three hundred and thirty-five sub- 
scnptions, but of which his bookseller did not 
sell a copy. There is a work, pretending to be 
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tiaiulatcd out of EnRluh, on the follies of 
human banp, a Medilalion on Sleip, a design 
for discos’cnng a perfect language, a long 
critique of Bemardm dc Saint Pierre, a Son^c 
(fun Qjiart tTlIeme, and, in lulian, a treatise 
on the passions , in fact, the onl> tiling which 
he seems to hasa: left untouclicd was lus 
Dicltonary of Chttsa, which he had once pro- 
jected, but whicli he found too large a subicct 
for him Tlicrc arc stacks of serscs in Italian 
and French, often hcasal) corrected , and one 
quatrain in particular which seems to base 
giscn lum enormous trouble, as well it might, 
seeing how contrarj it is to lus owai nature 
•Sim itnaiiic point dc plauin, 

Sam unence point dc mriiirc 
Channe divin dc mes lotan 
Solitude I (pie lu m o eWre ! ’ 

Solitude ! die thing he most liatcd in the 
world — so docs man deceit c himself in the 
search for happiness 

And sthen philosophy or poetry would no 
longer bring balm to lus irritated nerves, there 
were letters, not merely the answers he would 
wntc to poets, prose waiters, men of science, 
and philosophers who still wrote to him, but 
more personal ones, to Hennette, to lus 
brotlicr, to die old Countess Waldstcm, lus 
patron’s mother at Vienna, in which he com- 
plamcd of lus treatment by the egregious 
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Fcltkirclincr * and then Idlers to Fcltkirchncr 
himself, in which, unconsciously comic, he 
gave a loose to his rage, grossly, frantically, 
signing himself the steward’s best friend, 
Jacques Casanova de Scingalt ; and, piickcd 
by the same spur, he dashed offa dialogue ^\ith 
O'Reilly the doctor, full of invective and 
scathing sarcasms on his ignorance, avarice, 
and idiotcy Old age made no difTercncc to the 
tcmpciamcntal explosiveness of the Venetian. 

These w'orks, with various jottings and 
maxims, such as considerations on pride, on 
whether a man who knew no Latin could 
compose a perfect hexameter, on Italianised 
French w'ords, would have occupied the whole 
time and cnerg)^ of most men ; but these 
things weie mere offshoots, leisure-moment 
pi eductions, in the internals of his great work, 
tlic Mimones. They ^vould be more tlian 
memoirs, they would be confessions, and 
^vould have been called such had not ‘ that 
charlatan ’ seized tlie title He had already 
written a small section of tlicm, published m a 
pnvatc edition for his friends. My Escape from 
Piison, but this had been done in self-defence 
For he was often asked to tell the story, and 
could not refuse, for fear of being thought 
churlish ; but it took two hours to do justice 
to It, and talking at lengtli w'as becoimng 
difficult, for how can one talk without teetli, 

158 



TWILIGHT AT DUX 


and the superb set, with which he had delighted 
to crack ship’s biscuits, had decayed to nothing 
That, houc\cr, a as merely a stor), an ad- 
venture , there vas little room for the mind, the 
soul even, to have play, but in these con 
fessions cvcrv'thmg would be there He would 
tell the truth, for truth, he declared, was the 
one constant passion oflus life , and it would 
be the truth about himself b) a man who 
imderstood his own nature — ^'eguidquam saptl qm 
nbx non saptl Hew ould not spare himself ‘ I 
have committed many follies in my time,’ he 
wrote , * I confess it witli as much openness as 
Rousseau, but I am not so vain about them as 
that unhappy gentleman IS ’ Yes, it would be 
candid, extremely Ihmk mdeed, and therefore 
It could not Gul to be morally useful Not that 
he lumself had erred much, he thought , the 
only deed for which he felt remone was his 
careless betrayal of Manuca , but be would 
abundanUy reveal the crimes of other people. 
Moreover, w ould it not be instructive to the 
tolerant — and he addressed himself to these 
alone — to have before them the portrait of a 
man who had always done as he wished, lived 
accordmg to impulse? And if some of his 
pictures might seem too precisely, too vividly 
painted, well, prudes might miss tlicm out , 
and if, on the other hand, it should happen that 
such scenes inflamed the ardours of some of his 
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readers, again, well, he could wish them nothing 
better. The book, of course, would have a 
Preface ; he would mtroduce himself to his 
readers before he talked to them ; it would be 
a resume of his philosophy He tried several 
openmgs, especially one m which he en- 
deavoured to relate himself to the universe ; 
but little by htde throwing out the costive 
philosophy, he made the Preface into a work of 
art, graceful, winnmg, and, surely, irresistible. 
It IS none the less a confession — ^his confession 
of faith ; and it gave him great difficulty, for 
however eager one may be for truth, it is hard 
to be exact m statmg one’s behef about first 
and last thmgs. He wrote it agam and again, 
the last draft being revised, it seems, just before 
his death. 

‘ There is not one Giacomo Casanova, there 
are a hundred ’ — and even m this Preface, 
where the man tned with aU. the concentration 
of purpose he could muster to create a umty, 
several people seem to jostle m it, and exclaim : 
Mequidquam sapit . . . but there were so many 
people to know . the man who beheved in God, 
knowing that he had prayed to Him, yet who 
believed also m destiny , the Christian who 
beheved in immortahty, but not that he would 
survive death Nevertheless one Casanova 
emerges clearly, the man who had loved hfe, 
and all the thmgs m it that had tasted strong— 
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dncd cod, high game, cheeses m a state of 
putrefaction, spiced wines, and, he adds with- 
out a pause, the perfume of women And if the 
taste m^ seem gross to some, he says defiantly, 
I can afford to laugh at them, for all I know is 
that I have enjoyed life tlic more for these 
dungs Enjoyment — premeditated and re 

membered — w-as it not for this that man had 
faculties higher than those of die beasts ? To 
enjoy life thoroughly , sensually, ivas to fulfil die 
purposes of nature, winch had made man 
sentient It is odd that in his Preface he docs 
not touch upon Ins intellectual pleasures per- 
haps It 15 that the memory of those fades , one 
cannot in imagination relisc them as one can 
those of the body , for dial was where Casanova 
was sentimental He did not excuse his ivay of 
life , he saw no need for excuses He told his 
story for his scmbhblcs to read , they might be 
few, but they were the only ones he eared for 
And, ultimntcly, what was be ivnting the 
book for at all ? Perhaps hew ould bum it 
before he died He was scnbbhng it to live 
again his old pleasures, and diat he did to 
some extent do so is obvious from the nervous 
warmth of the whole There ivas fun in tellmg 
the truth (wth the few omissions he felt he had 
a right to make), but the real dcbght was to 
turn over his innumerable notes, the scraps he 
had jotted down, such as his conversations with 
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Voltaire, and the letters he had kept, those, 
for instance, from Manon Balletti, which Esther 
d’O had given him back. Yes, it seems as 
though m remembermg he did renew his youth 
The old mangy tiger once more became the 
splendid beast, bummg bnght He forgot his 
aches, his impotence, the insults of Feltkirchner. 
After all, all life, all enjoyment, is memory * 
we do not hve, we have lived And what a 
life he had led ! memories of which brought 
back all the old love of it. They were fools 
who said that life was not worth Hvmg, that 
there was no happiness in it ; they were 
cnmmal fools who committed smcide. 

So now he worked continuously , he would 
leap out of his bed to write and to rewrite, 
revismg aU the while , it might even be said, 
he told one of his still numerous correspondents, 
that he wrote while he slept, for he dreamt of 
his book. Even when he went for walks the 
busmess of composition went on The children 
who saw the tall, gaunt figure stalkmg along 
the streets would scatter and flee at his 
approach, for it was not merely his bony face, 
brown as a Moor’s, that fiughtened them, his 
recedmg forehead, his still lambent eyes that 
gazed before him in such fixity, but the torrent 
of words that came from his bitter Hps, now a 
mouthmg, now a passionate outburst ; a lonely 
melancholy figure, with a monstrous reputation 
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behind him, who seemed to be communing 
with spmts It was not only the children who 
got out of his way 

And then, when the work was about half- 
done, the Itch to pubhsh came upon him, upon 
the man who had stated so roundly that 
no thin g should appear till after his death 
Portions of his memoirs were read by his 
friends, especially by the Pnnee de Lime, who, 
delighted ivith his frankness, his refusm to glozc 
over details, urged him to make them known 
The Prmce was no more shocked by the un- 
hampered picture of humanity than he was 
by tne Italianised French , and besides, he 
recognised m it a superb picture of the baroque 
aspect of the society of the whole of Europe, 
filled with a dehghtfiil philosophy, crammed 
with vignettes of social life, stocked with 
sketches of people both famous and infamous, 
and which read like a masterpiece m the 
picaresque Casanova hesitated no longer, and 
sent one volume of the manuscript to Count 
Marcolmi at Dresden for him to prmt, saymg 
that the success or failure of the book wcnild 
detenmne him whether to contmue or to burn 
Marcohni, however, serious, dignified, prudent, 
and first minister to the King of Saxony, was 
afraid The words Casanova used were too 
blunt , too many people still living were 
mentioned , he refiised 
163 



CASANOVA 


Perhaps it was this disappointment that 
made Casanova ill, brought face to face 
with the only really disagreeable thing about 
life — death But indeed his imprudences were 
finding him out in the shape of an incurable 
disease, for such m those days was considered 
trouble of the prostate gland. He was looked 
after by a nephew and by a blue-stockmg lady, 
!&thse von der Reche, who for a last pleasure 
brought him Malesherbes’ daughter as a visitor. 
Casanova knew he was dying : his book was 
finished only up to 1774, so he burnt most of 
the remamder of the rough notes He reahsed 
that his Mimotres were a work of art, the most 
complete revelation of a human being ever 
penned, and was deternuned that nothmg im- 
perfect should come fi'om his hand It was 
on June 4th, 1798, that the unrepentant old 
pagan died, rich in his memories, reluctant to 
leave them His last words have all the old 
effrontery, all the old sense of the dramatic, 
the same queer tang of belongmg to the hero 
of a novel that distmguishes aU his hfe : 
‘ I have lived as a philosopher,’ he murmured, 
‘ I die as a Christian.’ 

For a long time his grave was lost : how 
should a fairy have a grave ? Only a legend 
remained that the metal cross which had sur- 
mounted It used to entangle the skirts of girls 
as tliey went to church. Research, however, 
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has cast a cruder light , his grave, and even 
his bones have been found , and these last 
have been only recendy disturbed to be earned 
to, and honourably buned m, that Venice 
•wluch he had so firudessly loved, and which 
during his life had consistendy rejected him 
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